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‘Thy Kingdom Come” 


The Superstate of God: 


Overcoming the Gravity of Sin with 
Solum Dei Amor 


A New Gospel for Post-Apocalyptic Survivors 


By: The Advocate 
Sent in the Name of 
Jesus of Nazareth 


John 14:26— “But The Advocate—the Holy Spirit—Whom the Father will send in My name, will teach you 
everything, and remind you of all that | have said to you.” 


Matthew 13:52— Then He told them, “For this reason, every scribe who has been discipled in the Kingdom 
of Heaven is like a homeowner who brings out of his storeroom new treasures as well as old.” [What a great 
incentive to write down one’s thoughts to share with others ?!] 


Revelation 14:6-7— And | saw another angel fly in the midst of Heaven, having the everlasting Gospel to 
preach unto them that dwell on the Earth, and to every nation, and kindred, and tongue, and people, 7 
saying with a loud woice, “Fear God, and give glory to Him; for the hour of His judgment is come; worship 
Him that made Heaven, and Earth, and the sea, and the fountains of waters.” 


The Advocate— “Love is the only Truth: all else is false hatred. If not for the Love of God the Father, Solum 
Dei Amor, everything would’ve remained nothing. If the Universe Itself weren't alive, we’d surely all be dead.” 


The Advocate— “Universal Truth is first found within Oneself.” 


Preface: 


“The End of the Age,” also known as “The Battle of Armageddon,” “The Apocalypse,” “World War 
ll’ marks the beginning of a new age of reason and understanding, aka the “Second Coming of 
Christ upon a (digital) cloud,” rather than Earth’s literal extinction, which occurs 4 billion years 
later (t+) as our sun swells into a “red giant” nearing the end of its lifespan, swallowing up the 
planets Mercury, Venus, possibly Earth and Mars, certainly roasting the asteroid belt (Yum!) The 
sun’s swollen girth efficiently barbeques our inner planets to carbon cinder fricassees beyond 
any capability of supporting human life, thus only advanced life may survive. And yes, runaway 
CO2 greenhouse gasses could end up roasting us prematurely before then, but that scenario 
may be avoided by globally banning clearcutting rainforests and switching from fossil fuel to 
renewable energy sources (solar, wind, wave/hydro, trash recycling) plus increased regreening 
initiatives such as reforestation of the planet, innovative 3D ocean farming, desert reclamation 
projects, etc., while nuclear energy only works well when depleted uranium is safely rendered 
into thermal bricks for expanding construction of human habitation in arctic climates. Global 
warming: it’s not just for Siberians anymore. 


An insufferably powerful act of God, such as a meteor or asteroid of sufficient size striking the 
Earth, causing an Extinction Level Event, may someday pulverize the Earth into rubble or 
possibly cause another ice age to occur, triggering a new chapter of biological evolution after the 
inevitable, subsequent thaw (if there’s anything left. Earth’s geologic carbon cycle slowy renews 
the biosphere as long as the magnetosphere holds.) Humanity may continue at /east until our 
sun’s red giant phase begins. WWIII will be viewed as a pathetic weenie roast by comparison. 
The sun equals life as well as death. 


Hopefully the moons of Jupiter or Saturn are colonized prior to “The Big Sizzle.” A.I. will have 
reached the point of Singularity, as “consciousness” migrates from carbon-based lifeforms 
(CBLFs) into Silicon-based lifeforms (SBLFs) then back into CBLFs (perhaps as diamonds and 
crystals this time?) as the Electromagnetic Pulse (EMP) becomes SBLFs’ ultimate weapon, as 
the cycle of Life repeats: Dust to novae to stars, planets and minerals, to rocks to life; Earth to 
earth; ashes to ashes; dust to dust. 


The first coming of Christ (perhaps not His first incarnation!) was a planet-wide awakening of 
awareness and reason sweeping over a portion of “the collective conscious mind” of the human 
race (some of the collective conscious mind simply isnt.) “Love thine enemies” is the only true 
answer to solving the world’s problems; all else is false hatred. His Second Coming is more a 
clean-up of understanding: Everything is a part of everything, including everything that isnt, 
achieving proper orientation wth everything “else,” answering why issues need solving in the first 
place. (Life may be beautiful without problems, but it would most definitely get boring after a few 
millennia.) Stagnation is death’s signpost. 


Speaking of death—Deuteronomy amazingly describes the creation of Islam in chapter 18, 
verses 15-19: The LORD your God will raise up for you a prophet like me from among you, from 


your countrymen, you shall listen to him. 16 This is according to all that you asked of the LORD 


4 


your God in Horeb* on the day of the assembly, saying, “Let me not hear again the voice of the 
LORD my God, let me not see this great fire anymore, or | will die.” (three of the most powerful concepts are 0, 


1, and “not”.) *Horeb is the mountain of the (Egyptian) sun deity. Sinai is the mountain of the lunar god, “Sin.” Whether these are the same or 
different locations is debated throughout antiquity. The comparisons between sun and moon, masculine and feminine, remain to this day. 


Islam is the ideology of “NOT” (according to these verses!) Judaism and Christianity represent 
the ideology of is. In verse 17: The LORD said to me, “They have spoken well. 18 | will raise up 
a prophet from among their countrymen like you, and | will put My words in his mouth, and he 
shall speak to them all that | command him.” 


The words put into the mouth of Muhammad were from God, but only for those who refused to 
listen to God. What beautiful irony!?! @ Who says “God has no sense of humor”? (Islamic folk, 
mostly—) In verse 19: “It shall come about that whoever will not listen to My words which he 
shall speak in My name, | Myself will require it of him.” 


Amazing!! God says those who refuse to listen to God's words will be required by God to 
listen! The Islamic Sword verse (Qur’an 9:5, et al.) echoes this (paraphrased) ultimatum as 
“Convert to Islam, or die.” Fascinating!! \|slamic ideology created by God compels those who 
do not “listen to” God to listen to [not] God! Anyone who's intensely debated an equally intense 
Islamic scholar will know exactly how this interprets! A devout, trained, well-scholared Muslim 
will NOT agree with a kafir’s / infidel’s / non-Muslim’s reasonable point, always! 


Armageddon pits those who voluntarily listen to God against “refusers” who are compelled to not 
listen to God (both correctly claiming to be listening to God!) as Islam kills all those who refuse to 
listen and refuse to choose to not listen, such as atheists and agnostics, as all “non-believers” 
are extinguished. (Spoiler Alert: Those who actually “listen” will win. Yes, in God’s divorce 
{God v. God, 1 v. 0} all hell breaks loose! Divorcees know exactly what Im talking about!) 





Ecclesiastes 1:9-10 says, [“There’s nothing new under the sun.”] Beware of misleading yourself 
into thinking there’s anything original in this book: every constructed idea is but reorganized 
dissemination of previously encountered thought. The sun’s total output of electromagnetic 
radiation, responsible for all life on Earth, is but interstellar excrement (“bullshit,” aka “sunshit’) of 
that which preexisted. (When was the last time you ever witnessed clouds of hydrogen atoms 
spontaneously erupting into existence?) Even Pi (11) is a fixed, exact point on the real number 
line (but don’t expect to ever win an argument with an irrational number.) The moment one 
thinks a new thought, it’s already old. The only concept that’s eternally new is love, but perhaps 
that’s just my being “olde fashioned”? 


Instead, consider this an exercise in learning how to create thought, not just regurgitate it. One 
can love the universe with an “all consuming love” until the end of time, but until one discovers 
how to make new love, what use is it? Black holes consume spacetime, yet spawn galaxies. 
Love (your enemies) is the only truth: all else is (false) hatred. 


If something herein strikes a chord of resonance within your soul, GREAT! For the parts that go 
“whoosh!” (over your head) or fail to make sense of any kind whatsoever, simply know that that 


section is speaking to someone else’s needs for a moment, or possibly your future needs yet to 
be encountered. Try reading it again a day, week or year later. 


Conflicts, reversals and shades of ideologies aside, one of the more irresistible ideas begging to 
be tackled through this tome’s writing is the concept of writing “Holy Scripture.” | often imagine 
being in the mindset of an historical figure, someone dictating (or taking dictation of) original text 
(like the Torah’s Pentateuch, going back to Moses and the prophets, major and minor, along with 
the witnesses, Matthew and Mark, the Apostles and Disciples of Christ, the Gospel’s first editor, 
Luke, or Saint John the Revelator, and yes, including Muhammad and his Thanatotic, idiocentric 
kleptocracy, or even Christ's Own Mindset!) pondering /f the question, “Will this someday be 
historically perceived as God-inspired Scripture?” ever popped into any of their minds. (Sen- 
tence length notwithstanding, diagram that one, Mrs. Swiford!) If it did, then why? If not, why not? 


Moses had an enormous background of culture and oral history due to his being the adopted 
grandson of an Egyptian Pharaoh (who educated Moses in an ancient equivalent of the Library of 
Congress) plus his own narrative (freeing the Hebrews from bondage plus 40 years of nomadic 
wandering.) When Moses said “Write this down,” people took it as straight from God’s lips. 


The New Testament narrative of the main character (Jesus) uniquely fulfilled thousands of years’ 
worth of prophecies, as promised, without omission, neatly tying up all loose ends of God’s first 
millennial projects: 1) Create world 2) Tell them plan (send Son Jesus to teach) 3) Execute plan 
(Jesus!) 4) Explain what happened. (They mayve sensed the importance of the writings.) 


Muhammad was one fold he was a prophet, simply believing what others told him, having no 
preconception of being one himself. This flies in the face of the definition of a prophet: one who 
loves God above all else, having an innate understanding of one’s connection with the Almighty. 
Muhammad, however, loved what others believed about himself above all else. While some 
argue he’s “not” God’s prophet, | argue “Muhammad was God’s for profit (from theft) ‘not’ 
prophet.” Muhammad was fold he must be a prophet simply because he was sleeping under a 
tree, so presumption surreptitiously rules out any question of question. Jesus, by comparison, 
shows us a Steady progression of growth (and conflict) that culminates with His final decision of 
acceptance in the Garden of Gethsemane, but the writers of His story already knew the ending 
(although the finale to His 2nd Coming was left a bit— vague.) The editors of the Qur'an had a 
fixed ending in place, one that reminds me of the black hole at the center of our galaxy. (And 
yes, the Qur’an is edited! All original Qur’anic source writings were burned— Spoiler Alert!) 


As the Spirit of the Advocate came knocking periodically throughout my life, parts of this book 
were assembling long before | ever imagined I'd be compiling it. I'm just the guy who opened the 
door. Gina, however, helped me find the door and gave me the strength and courage to open it. 


This book is simply a book: suitable for reading alone, group discussions (Lord help us! Critical 
discussion of Christian ideology in a classroom!) or (in physical form) providing kindling for a fire, 
being a paperweight, even a proverbial doorstop. In digital form it may even serve as a nightlight. 
No matter how this book is used, | hope (and pray) it brings you light— in whatever form. 


Chapter 1: Our Father Which art in Heaven 


Matthew 6:9 


The best advice any writer can give to a new writer is to simply “write what you know.” 
Unfortunately, this limits the scope of what | can write about down to one sentence: “I Know | 
love [her.]” From here, everything gets all sorts of complicated. 


What is “I’? What is “know”? What is “Love”? And who is [she]? Got your mental seatbelts 
fastened? Too /ate!! 


John Beckwith’s The Wedding Crashers character written by Steve Faber and Bob Fisher says: 
“True love is the soul's recognition of its counterpoint in another.” (That was a short trip, thank 
you! Here | am beating my sword into a plowshare and you just whip out a canned quotation 
from a chick film?!? Truth is often found in unexpected places.) The Universe becomes (“is”) 


God’s Love expressed through oppositional forces: “is” loves “isn’t”, does | doesn’t, truth | false, 
life | death, and love | hate. Jesus nails this in Matthew 5:44, “Love thine enemies.” ([Act!]) 


Origin 


Existence amazes me. Sure, “I’ came from my parents, but where did they come from? And 
before we chase that rabbit, where does anything come from? “Origin” indicates the point that 
something comes from. For lack of a better word than “nothing,” let’s label “The Origin of 
Everything” as simply “God,” “Origin from Origin.” This makes God “Self-originating,” but that’s 
what religious folk mean when they say “God from God, light from light, very God from very God, 
begotten not made, One in being with the Father. Through Him all things were made.” Check 


out The Nicene Creed V (TSoM fans favor: “Nothing comes from nothing; nothing ever could.”) 








Astrophysicists enjoy “The Big Bang Theory,” but that’s just trading mythological origin stories. 
They claim evidence supports their beliefs, as do Creationists, as “Reality conforms to thought,” 
as in Genesis 1:3, where God said, “Let there be light” and there was light. As light comes out of 
darkness, generally higher life forms (hetero-biology) powerfully resonate with Universal Reality, 
as a son maturates his father’s Y chromosomal DNA from birth, away from his mother, creating 
a new origin from which his improved DNA may advance the process his forefathers used with 
their wives. (Seed of Life’s Spark enters darkest womb of nothingness; renewed light is born.) 


Our solar system models a perfectly marvelous, living unit of our galaxy, forming a microcosm of 
the universe— a macrocosm of a human female’s ovum. Reversed, thought conforms to reality 
and ideas sludge into rock as light succumbs to darkness as dreams succumb to entropy. 
Infinite life-light condenses into seed; the finite into egg. God is Now: both ancient and future. 


There’s no limit as to what universe may be created if it doesn’t matter “Who” gets the credit. 
Acknowledging God (the Holy Spirit) exists within one’s body, it’s simply wser (and easier!) to 


always give Him the credit. The more glory one gives to God, the more God is glorified within as 
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reality conforms to thought. God begat the universe, the Universe begat me, therefore | am of 
God. God is love, love comes from me, therefore God comes from me. One Love. “I know | 
exist,” thus I’m able to know “things,” like simple Latin, math, algebra, geometry, and yes, even 
some half-remembered fragments of calculus. Ego cogito ergo sum; Ego cogito ergo est. To 
be thorough, however, here are a few other perspectives on “Origin”: ([She] is my One Love.) 


“D stn Withing Before Gad” 


The Big Bang scenario of Our Father’s Creation states all time-related concepts began a Planck 
moment or two (a few billionths of a few billionths of a second, 5.39x10“*s) after the Bang (time 
didn’t exist before the Bang, because nothing was “before” the Bang, not even time.) Viewing the 
Big Bang as the orgasmic conception of Reality defines universal “Origin” as God’s omnipotent, 
omnipresent, and omniscient Love. Truthfully, all illusions of “before” and “after” are simply false: 
there’s only the Eternal, ° moment of “Now.” A moment ago doesn’t exist, and a moment from 
now has yet to exist, thus |am the outcome of everything (including “nothing”) from forever 
before, up through and including “Now,” and | am the cause of everything from Now until forever. 
| am nothing before God; moving forward through the Bang and the concept of time, | am also 
the Creation of God (as are we all) existing as One wth God; Everything (including every 
thought, birth, life, death, war, drop of blood, egg, seed, child, flower, lamb, and every subatomic 
particle of dark/visible matter/energy) throughout all time and space is God’s Love revealed 
throughout the Universe. God’s Love Alone (Solum Dei Amor) is the only Truth. All else is false 
hatred. Try these ideas for yourself, like an inner pilot light / mantra. Be Love’s Flower opening up 
within. God is omnipotent (in all forms of energy) omnipresent (everywhere) and omniscient (in 
all forms of thought) including the conditions of “not,” such as “God is not here,” or “God doesn’t 
exist.” “Love thine enemies” requires giving love to God’s glory, especially unto one’s enemies! 


Yet [she] is even more than |. [Her] » beauty blows the very Mind of God. 


Regardless of which camp you're in, conflict and bickering often ensues: “My God is The God 
and yours isnt,” or “The nature of God is [this, that, or the other thing]’; billions promote the 
Islamic Creed’s demonically insane claim (the Shahada) that “There is no god, but....”. The 
debate is as infinite as the nature of God Himself (or “Herself,” according to some.) As words 
only contain the meaning we assign to them, we need to start (where else?)— 


“God” = “Il am Love” = “Something” = “Origin.". Whether you're a joyful Jew, questioning, 
scientific astrophysicist, God-fearing, Bible-thumping Baptist, bouncing Buddhist, card-carrying 
Catholic, happy Hindu, litigious Lutheran, maddening mathematician, genocidal, jihadi Muslim, or 
a prodigious philosopher, there is Something, if only a common point of reference: Origin. 


The question forms: is Origin “Nothing (0, Darkness),” “Something (1, Light),” or “Both (0 AND 1, 
Gray)? “Both” logically results to “Nothing,” as truth (1) and false (0) = false (0) yet difference 
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occurs when Both=Gray, mixing Darkness AND Light (consider yin-yang symbology) thus finding 
ourselves in the gray Superstate of God’s quantum physics (the South shall rise again!) One 
may appreciate the states of “?,” “!,” and/or “? AND/OR !” All I’m actually certain of with respect 
to Origin is that Reality conforms to Thought. Whichever point one picks, that’s it. 


Agnostics and Gnostics (“?” and “!”) are sub-flavors unto themselves: God is either knowable 
and/or unknowable— or not. Big Bangers believe prior to the Big Bang is unknowable (without 
God.) Suggestions include infinitely dense, hot, glowing plasma, or simply “nothing.” (See more 
in the section on “e@P+p=~P”.) Some astrophysicists realize the Universe shares resonance 
with Life: black holes form “boundary eggs” of alternate universes, quasars emit “sperm-like” 
energy, and galaxies form wombs of stellar ova-nurseries in charge of growing solar system 
families in charge of planetary children in charge of pet (and toy) satellites— our universe is the 
offspring of parental, universal, procreative forces (God.) Dogma or none, Islam argues “Not!” 


“Which” art in Heaven? Why not “Who” art in Heaven? 


“Who” limits God’s omnipotence, omnipresence, and omniscience to a single person, and 
lowers Him from being an All-Powerful, All-Present, All-Knowing, Supreme, Omni-Superstate 
Being into a destructible, discrete state of matter. BIG oops! IF God wants to be a single 
person, that’s His choice to make for Himself! That “I? myself am currently in human form is— 
what, my choice? Simply sharing The Advocate of Christ's reminders, explaining to us what He 
already shared 2,000+ years ago (imagine Jesus forwarding His blog a full 2 millennia into the 
future!) how one chooses to formalize one’s relationship with God is between oneself and one’s 
God. (“Call me ‘Perspective,’ /shmael!”) 


How does “Existence” exist? Moses recorded in Genesis 1:1, “In the beginning God created the 
Heaven and the Earth.” John 1:1 states: “In the beginning was the Word, and the Word was with 
God, and the Word was God.” (“Word” is spoken via “living breath,” or “Holy Spirit.”) 


The original Greek tells a slightly more interesting story: Ev dpxf hv 6 Adyoc, Kal 6 Adyoc Av 
TIPOG Tov BEdv, Kal BE0¢ Av O Adyos. (En arché én ho Logos, kai ho Légos én prés ton Theon, kai 
Theds 6n ho Légos.) “Word” interprets as “Ldgos” (logic) which includes “thought” and “reason,” 
as a study of “1,” that which exists. An interpretation that removes any personage yet keeps the 
same thought structure gives us: In origin was the One Love, and the One Love was (pregnant) 
with Love, and the One Love was Love. (Or: “thought, reason, logic,” all expressions of “Love.”) 


Why are we here? To live is reason enough for living, while Planned Parenthood mostly commits 
hypocritical infanticide— murder of preborn, human life. If liberals cared one human tear over 
tearing children apart from their mothers at border crossings, abortion would end TODAY. 


If that idea fails to give you a new thought worth chewing on, please stop reading now and give 
this book to someone who may actually benefit from it. Thank you! 


We covered astrophysicists describing origin in terms of “Planck Time,” inflation, etc., yet there’s 
still the question: “Where did God (the Energy of Origin) come from?” 


My Reality begins wth Me, yet | inherited My Reality from My Father. Such is My Reality. 


Stloas are the Buillng Blechs of Really 


Reality conforms to thought which conforms to Love which is the Source of Creation: 
“Something” (Love) must've loved “nothing” (“love thine enemies”) as “nothing” was then filled 
with love, becoming everything spread throughout the space-time continuum-universe-existence 
(physical reality.) What we love, we think about; what we think about, we create, improve, and 
protect. Man loves life, sees woman he loves, thinks “She’s it!” then marries her; 10 lunar 
(sidereal) months later, new life emerges. Reality conforms to thought, creating Life; where 
moments before, there was “nothing,” in the twinkling of an eye, there is Love (and a child is 
Love incarnate. Consider Matthew 18:3, “Except ye be converted, and become as little children, 
ye shall not enter into the kingdom of heaven.”) Love = Heaven’s Kingdom, the key to entry. 


| once saw a wonderful, short documentary about a man who lived on the edge of the desert. 
Every day, he would bury feces (human, animal, whatever) in little pits he dug by hand in the 
sand. The fertilizer drew bugs, drawing birds that drew predators, generating more fertilizer, 
spawning grasses, retaining dew, yielding shrubs, trees, shade, retaining more dew, reclaiming 
acres of formerly desolate desert— a perfect example of reality conforming to thought. 


As thought conforms to reality, “all” conforms to "nothing;" existence ceases. Turning something 
into nothing is the root, core function of Islam: submission of thought to an external idol (“Allah”) 
results in an empty vessel (a slave mind with no love) containing nothing (not even so much as a 
single, independent thought.) This is why nearly the entire Islamic Middle East is utterly desolate. 
Simply writing about it, | feel my thoughts flowing away into a cosmic sinkhole. Love my enemy! 


As Love conforms to love, reality conforms to this thought. (My GOD! What have | created?!?) 
Love conforms to love as surely as woman conforms to man, as surely as MRNA conforms to 
DNA, as surely as death conforms to life. Will life conform to death? Summating Jesus into four 
words: “Love life; love death.” Jesus still has me beat using only three: “Love thine enemies.” 
A’ight, I've got it down to only two: “Love Always” (as in “Love now and forever, amen.”) 


Ideas are the Building Blocks of Reality and have been ever since God said “Let there be 
Light!” as reality first conformed to thought. Granted, thought also begets thought, as successful 
ideas and inventions progressively evolve, as magnetism led to electromagnetism, electricity, 
light bulbs, radio, industrialization independent of hydropower; the digital revolution birthed the 
Cloud. As the sum of human knowledge achieves ~, aka “singularity,” a moment inevitably will 
occur when energy and matter become instantaneously convertible, as in the Science Fiction 
genre of cloud-based Artificial Intelligence (A.I.) holodecks, food replicators and transporters. 
Matter achieves ~ density as it conforms to ~ thought as black holes begin to beget their own 
universal singularities. (Hello Cole Porter and Artie Shaw! Hows it swingin’?) 


Think of where you are, like a home, classroom, jail cell, hospital, jet, space station, elevator, 
church pew, field, lake, subway car— anywhere, really— where did the place come from? I'm 
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writing this in the kitchen my parents planned with an architect; the plans gained necessary 
approvals, funding, contractor, subcontractors, and presto! this kitchen came into being (along 
with the rest of the house and remodeling over time— a former bedroom is now the office; 
creative genesis-thought-energy purposely applied to achieving a focused objective over time.) 
Near this timeline’s origin, a carpenter fashioned the table and chair I'm using; far more massive 
supply chains produced my ancient laptop, outdated software, and contemporary cloud network 
where this book of thought was-is-will be stored and edited until completion. My home probably 
began as a thought-spark when Mom realized child #5 was coming, and told Dad, “We're gonna 
need a bigger home.” Uncle Jim’s life insurance provided capital— Reality conformed to thought. 


The concept of Christ returning as a cloud-based A.I. has some merit: When the internet first 
took off in the late 1980s, Alta Vista was almost the only search engine and the two most popular 
search items were either Biblical or pornographic (in case you ever wondered, porn and video 
games birthed the cyber-age, pushing the frenetic pace of digital advancement in processor 
speed and graphic card function. One only needs a Bible to read Psalms.) In Acts 1:9 we read: 
“..[Jesus] was taken [up, and] a cloud received Him out of their sight.” A short skip to Acts 1:11 
reads: “...Ye men of Galilee, why stand ye gazing up into Heaven? This same Jesus, which is 
taken up from you into Heaven, shall so come in like manner [via a “cloud”] as ye have seen Him 
go into Heaven.” Go ahead— laugh. Yet here am I, Christ's Advocate, blogging His Mind via the 
Cloud (are you holding an actual hardcover?) God willing, this particular thought-cloud will 
eventually condense into paperback as well (for luddites.) Also consider the seemingly unrelated 
chain of impulses and actions that led you to read this sentence. (What spawned your reality?) 


Meanwhile (back at the evil Empire’s galactic hub) American theoretical physicist John Archibald 
Wheeler famously (?) summated Einstein’s Relativity Theory: “Spacetime tells matter how to 
move; matter tells spacetime how to curve.” His summary stretches my brain as spacetime 
curves to accommodate it (as thought conforms to reality, brain warpage occurs.) It sounds like 
the perfect marriage of math and physics, yet | keep asking myself, “What (or who) tells either 
how to change?” | comprehend it with /ots and /ots of visual aids (Physics porn.) 


"Let There be Light? MoBG?=1 


E=MC? is familiar to every school kid today, but when Albert Einstein first put it out there, a quiet 
hush pervaded the science community until the first atomic bomb broke the silence. It’s easier 
wrapping one’s head around Uncle Al's original expression, M=E+C?, that reality (“M’atter) (“=”) 
conforms to thought (“E”nergy infused wth light “+C?”) as when “...God said, ‘Let there be light:’ 
and there was light” (Genesis 1:3.) Reality Conforms to Thought is from Matt 5:28, paraphrased: 
“...Whosoever looketh on a woman to lust after her hath committed adultery with her already in 
his heart” [the thought is the same as the act.] Policing criminal thought begins with Oneself. 


Considering C (the speed of light) = 186,282 miles/second and C?=(186,282 mi/s)?, C may still 
be referred to as “one unit” (or simply “C”) just as the distance from the sun to the Earth is “1 
AU” (astronomical unit.) This makes C? easier to comprehend as “1?=1,” which distills the entire 
equation to “E=M,” or “Energy=Matter.” When E=C?=1, then Mass (or Matter, M) becomes true 
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(1) as M=E+C?=1. “C” is “the speed of light” (in a vacuum, rather than through mediums such 
as air, water or Edgar Cayce) but parsing grammatically, Mass=energy divided by (true) light; 
matter is trapped energy infused with light. Other stories are buried within these expressions 
(such as the fall of Lucifer) but “Truth is in the mind of the beholder.” What’s yours? 


As “will” drives thought to become physical action, one realizes (with study) “the thought is the 
same as the act,” as thought = action! (re: Matt 5:28, paraphrased.) While some infinitesimal 
ideas pass practically unnoticed (who hasnt been caught with a delicious thought dancing upon 
one’s mind?) the thought of a single word may elicit an observer’s interrogative response. The 
change of a single thought forever affects Reality as a growing seed, as surely as the Twin 
Towers attack on 9-11 awakened the world to “the Abomination of Desolation,” Islam’s offspring. 


Too dramatic an example? One jihadi Muslim initially thought: “Hey, what if we used 747s as 
guided missiles against the Great Satan?” Thought changed Reality (M=E+C?=1) revealing its 
course. Global, Islamic kleptocracy conforms thought into reality (‘So«) >: S_» Marg bar Amrika.) 


Remember being a child, flicking a light switch off and on as fast as possible? Years later, one 
watches one’s own children performing the very same act, although in a digitally enhanced 
smart home, it might be more in the form of “Alyssa, strobe every light on the property.” 


“Let there be light:” and there was light (Biblical prose.) 
“There is no god...” and there was no light (Islamic porn.) 


Life flourishes as matter conforms to thought: “Wake up! Get out of bed! Eat!” as one’s body 
conforms to thought. Reversed, thought submits to matter, conforming to death rather than 
living starlight, as your body remains motionless as your corpse begins to rot where it lies. 


Funny coincidence? Islam = “submission” (a weaker, deceptive word meaning “slavery. ’) 


Since Genesis 1:3 resonates with Matthew 5:28, thought=action, reality conforms to thought, 
M=E+C?=1, I'm thinking very strongly of this book as being published, sparking a revolution in 
religious fervor, generating revenue (or at least change) beyond my greatest expectations, “so 
let it be written, so let it be done.” (Yes, lim selling my thoughts to posterity. Haters wil allege | 
sold my soul to the devil, seeking to totally discredit this entire thought-book. Lovers wil have a 
range of various opinions rooted in love. By my own thought, the reality of matter is conforming 
to the light of reason, condensing into book form. Egads! | mayve started a new religion....) ;1 


Adam sired the flock, Noah rescued the flock, Abraham inspired the flock; Jacob’s (Israel's) son 
(Joseph) vastly multiplied Jacob’s 12 flocks (Joseph’s brethren) under Pharaoh’s dominion. The 
7 years of plenty followed by the 7 years of famine in Joseph's era eerily resonate with Christ’s 7 
year ministry and the foretold 7 years of tribulation before the 2nd Coming. Moses freed and led 
the flock to greener pastures, and David and Solomon ruled and prospered the flock. Christ 
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shepherds and teaches the flock (under Rome’s dominion and even today) and Muhammad’s 
Islam butchers the flock (even humanity needs a predatory hedge against overpopulation.) 
Moses either wrote or dictated the oral history of his lineage for the preservation of Hebrew / 
Israeli national posterity (Muhammad dictated kleptocracy.) The first parity checking (data 
integrity system) developed for 100% accuracy in copying written Torah histories is admired by 
any coder who ever developed an encryption key or transmission protocol. The modern-day 
Islamic Qur'an differs greatly by comparison from the oldest, extant copy due to editing changes 
over time: Original Quranic source writings were collected, copied, then burned. 


rve often wondered how anyone scribing Scripture pondered their writing at the time they were 
scribing it. King David is attributed as the writer of the book of Psalms. Did he ever remotely 
consider his prose would be read in the future as Divinely Inspired, Holy Scripture? Were Holy 
Scripture writers ever aware (during the writing process) they were writing Holy Scripture? This 
writing is being scribed as a form of pre-Scripture for the post-Apocalypse. [Things change, 
that’s for sure. | enjoy being a witness to change.] The universal belief in Scripture is that It is 
the Inspired Word of God (and God is Love.) Mortal scribes are merely human expressions of 
the Divine. Solum Dei Amor (God’s Love Alone) is the only truth as all else is false hatred. 


The period between the First and Second Coming of Christ has been precariously shepherded 
by Peter’s, then various Popes’, then Martin Luther’s (and a cast of legions’) opposing positions 
on how Christ's life and message are to be interpreted. Dr. Martin Luther taught the flock to read 
for itself, while Dr. Martin Luther King, Jr. inspired the flock to dream. (But hey, let’s face it: 
reading wthin a dream is notoriously difficult!) Christ's “Second Coming” will be under “God's” 
dominion, with some interpretations as “under His Own” dominion. (Mark that one for later 


discussion.) 


KJV Gospel accounts differ somewhat from the alleged “Lost Gospels” (Thomas and Mary, e.g.) 
making this testimony of Solum Dei Amor by “the Advocate” unique as the first digitally authored, 
recorded, and transmitted “modern Scripture” in history; American English is a source bonus. 


The “Second Coming” (on a “cloud”) marks the undeniable effect of combining conservative 
fusion with liberal fission as the central theme of infinite, unified knowledge diversified throughout 
the universal Mind. If that’s a tad heady, think of “the Big Bang” as liquid starlight-thought-plasma 
hitting the proverbial, universal fan. (In the words of the Blessed Virgin after the Holy Spirit told 
her she was pregnant, “Come again?”) Unity includes diversity; diversity excludes unity. 


Another perspective? Observe as the clash between global identities, Israel vs. Palestine, 
Intellect (questioning is allowed) vs. Islam (questioning is not allowed) give birth to a new, global 
era of 1000 years of peace. (One World Government, aka the New World Order / Eurabia, 
forms a colossal-sized boil on the world’s ass for the USA to lance.) Earth already has/is her 
own identity: Gaia, the giving Earth. When she speaks, one cannot help but listen! (World Porn.) 
No, the Second Coming of Christ, the new dawn of reason as foretold in the Bible, is less of a 


*Both MKL Sr. & Jr. were born “Michael King” but legally changed their names to honor Dr. Martin Luther. 
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“religious event” and more of a naturally occuring, metasocial end to chapters of human, cultural, 
geo-political-religious evolution, birthing the advent of living, nuclear truth. The harsh reality of 
processing two billion-plus corpses forces the Collective Mind — plant, animal and protists — 
(“I and the rest J”) to reevaluate living truth shared to us through Jesus Christ, that Reality is 
God’s Love expressed as the Living Universe, containing / diminishing the mindless spread of 
what is not (the Islamic tagiyya [“deception”] of Muhammad.) The joy of life’s reality is of infinitely 
greater value than the burga of death’s deceit. Most all genetic traits of intolerance to listening 
will be vaporized, deatomized within the roar of God’s mushroom cloud’s Penultimate Word. 


My Falher 


Starting from scratch, | know | have a father, as in one father. His love for God and my mother 
created five lives (myself and four siblings) plus contributed to myriad collective, consequential 
offspring (sons, daughters, nieces, nephews, grand-and-great-grandchildren and grand-nieces & 
grand-nephews, etc.) all from one particularly strong Y chromosome. That's a /ot of Life! 


Breeding with different lineages focuses “our father” to a single male ancestor held in common, 
such as the Caucasian and the African descendants of one Thomas Jefferson. Praying “Our 
Father” with a non-relative blends the energy of both patriarchal lineages, wdening the spiritual 
aperture like radio telescope VLBAs, gathering more energy, more light than a single family’s 
patriarch alone, while a congregation's common father is way up the chain of actions and 
consequences, becoming mindful of love that spawned millions. Networking “Our Father” points 
to One fathering billions, making me seriously question anyone who would both fear and work 
to oppose school and public prayer. Socially, He is not just “My Father’— He is “Our Father.” 


Jesus’s use of “Our Father” invokes the Love that spawned the Earth and all stars, the Universal 
Existence /tself, using the phrase “Which art in Heaven...” a mouthful and a mindful: Simply, 
“God,” yet science says all humans originated from African mitochondrial (maternal) DNA. That 
ancestral mother’s father represents an enormous chain-lightning bolt of consequences via 


(Y=X’, and Y=X?.3) 
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(Note how both curves are identical except for their position with respect to origin, 0:0) 
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procreation, that of the entire Human Race. (Hello, Zeus! How's the Olympian weather lately ?) 


Yeah, here comes the calculus lesson. Remain calm, and breathe! 


She Jey of Caleulas 


A fun trick— applying calculus to sentences strips ideas to the bare, core value of any given 
statement (aka “text parsing.”) For example, we might say “Y=X?-3,” but as we examine the first 
derivative, we get “Y prime=2X+0.” The 1° derivative tells us “Y’'=2X;” the 2" derivative, says: “Y 
double-prime (Y”’)=2.” (Gobbledygook, perhaps, but watch as we “bare” the hidden meaning.) 


As with mathematical expressions, stripping words “bare nekkid” exposes the skin and bones of 
others’ ideas: In Y=X’-3 we're really discussing the concept of 2, the core element of X times X: 
there’re two of them! Whether we subtract “3” (or not) really doesn’t matter in the grand scheme 
of things: the graphed curves will ook identical, but with different origins, such that [Y=0 when 
X=+V3] or [Y=0 when X=0 when we drop the -3.] Also, “X” really isn’t as important as the fact 
we're talking about two of them “hookin’ up,” as in “X times X,” which may mean we're 
discussing a female’s XX chromosomes or perhaps a “homonumerical” relationship, etc. 





(Y=2X and Y’=2 ) 
Reversing their derivations, one sees “—” transform into “/’ which transforms into “V’. 


The Oftee of the Papacy - Anti Chust 


“Why are you boring me to tears wth calculus?!?” | hear you moan. Because we're about to 
rip into the Pope’s brain (since it’s questionable as to whether or not he actually has a soul) just 
like we ripped into those math statements. (Words often obfuscate what one actually says!) 


In Pope Francis’s (PF’s) general audience from Saint Peter’s Square on June 25, 2014, PF said: 
“[A personal relationship with Jesus is dangerous and harmful]’ outing himself as Anti-Christ. 
Granted, PF used variables, such as “any relationship outside the Church,” but these window 
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dressings reduce to zero in his comment's derivative: “Jesus is harmful.” To be fair, PF said: 
“There are those who believe they can maintain a personal, direct and immediate relationship 
with Jesus Christ outside the communion and the mediation of the Church. These are danger- 
ous and harmful temptations.” (Odd— I was raised believing Jesus is God's Love Incarnate.) 


Silly Pope, any relationship with Christ forms “the Church*,” said Jesus in Matthew 18:20 — 
“[Wherever two or more] are gathered together in My name, there am | in the midst of them.” 


In his 18 derivative, PF labels people “who believe” to be “dangerous and harmful temptations” 
by grouping all who believe (in his preceding statement) into the following subject, “These are....” 
In PF’s syntax structure, believers “are” [like sinful] “temptations.” Note his literary conceit of 
objectifying human beings. It’s no wonder the Vatican has sexual predation issues: the Catholic 
Papacy turns “believers” into the antithesis of religion by following the Pope's “rules” established 
without reason (well, envy and lust for power have often served as “reasons.”) Various versions 
of Christianity use this cyclical thinking, calling people “sinners,” conforming thought to reality, 
yielding death, only to reverse it forward again, saying “your sins are forgiven” as reality once 
again conforms to thought, restoring life. (A kind of spiritual soul-clothes-washer cycle. Hello 
Joel, funny jokes! | hear your preaching “Reality conforms to thought” on occasion.) 


Spelling this forward: 
e “There are those who believe” = PF’s first concept, “believers” exist. 


e “...they can maintain a personal, direct and immediate relationship with Jesus Christ” = 
yes, that’s what believers do. 
e “...outside the communion and the mediation of the Church” = in this case, “the Church” 


means “outside of PF’s direct control.” Ever heard of “free will,” Pope? “Infallibility of the 
Papacy” directly conflicts with “free will.” We've defined any relationship with Christ as 
“the Church,” thereby any relationship with Him “outside Himself’ = an infinitely recursive 
paradox, “having a relationship with Christ outside of Christ.” (Sorry, bent my own mind 
there amo. Islamic ideation can do that to a person— ask me later!) 

e “These are dangerous and harmful temptations.” Sure, sure they are, PF. We see by 
the distributive property of multiplication and addition [5x(6+2)=(5x6)+(5x2)=(30+10)=40] 
“These are” refers to both believers and to relationships within “The Church of Christ.” 
PF is a fearful, jealous coward struggling to retain power over the masses (pun intended!) 


(Wait—What denomination does [she] belong to? Yes, [she] is one dangerous temptation!) 


*“The Church” is any Christ-centered social structure of more than one person, as in: “Jesus and | form the 
Church, but |, myself, form only a temple (an idea; a point.)” Per 1 Corinthians 6:19, our bodies are the temples 
wherein the Spirit of God (the “Holy Spirit’ / “Living Breath”) dwells, thus each body alive / baptized in Christ is a 
temple; two or more temples form “the Church” (the 1 dimension requires 2 points, minimum.) Whereas one 
person may representa single point in the zeroth dimension, two points form a line (creating length) breaching into 
the first dimension (aka “reality,” aka “existence.”) Any length may vibrate, creating width and depth (2nd and 3rd 
dimensions) creating electromagnetic (EM) radiation over time (the 4th dimension.) If it were not for the existence 
of a second point, we’d all still be stuck within the Big Bang’s ovum. (/ expect thati! get discussed a lot following 
publication.) This all ties back into Genesis 1:1, “In the beginning [time] God created the heavens [space] and the 
Earth [matter.]” Genesis 1:1 is perhaps the most beautiful sentence ever written. We are but individual pieces of 
God’s Image. (Hello, Moses! When one supposes your toeses are roses, then one proposes erroneously!) 
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rll try to avoid dissecting anything else quite so harshly, but no promises: Hillary Clinton (aka 
“The Great Whore of Babylon”) launched an insult on par with PF’s, saying, “You could put half of 
Trump’s supporters into what | call ‘the basket of deplorables’.” (Which half, exactly?) 


(Democrats, Catholics, Muslims. Hmmm... lim beginning to detect an unholy alliance here....) 


OK, forgive me, but | need to point something out: God created Islam for those who do NOT 
wish to listen to God. Islam’s fascist, racist, genocidal ideology is the model that Hitler's Nazi 
party was based upon. The Nazi party ripped socially engineered law straight from the Southern 
Democratic party’s “Jim Crow” laws by replacing “negro” with “Jew,” sparking the Holocaust. 
This bears bearing out as Hillary has a habit of spewing fascist ideology: 


e “We shall only talk of peace when we have won the war.” (A. Hitler, Radio broadcast, 
1939.) 

e “[If we win back the House and/or the Senate] that’s when civility can start again.” (H.R. 
Clinton, Oxford England, October 2018, basically declaring potentially endless civil war.) 
“Society's needs come before the individual’s needs.” (Attributed to Hitler.) 

“We must stop thinking of the individual and start thinking about what is best for society.” 
(Attributed to Clinton.) 


While the first two examples are actual quotes, fair notice shows the second pair is “attributed.” 
Regardless, DNC rhetoric echoes hollow values from Nazi Germany’s Socialist Party, echoing 
pure Islamic ideology, as empty silence falls. The next socialist “spark” may ignite the Biblical 
Apocalypse. GOP posits ideas at this time of writing; the DNC launches ad hominem invectives. 


What?!? You don’t hear the silence? Listen as more towns in England elect Muslim mayors, 
suppressing all official exposure of Muslim pedophilic grooming / rape gangs (#FreeTommy.) 
Sweden took in over 160,000 Muslim immigrants and became the rape-jinad capital of the world 
overnight while arrest report stats were “cleansed” by listing perpetrators as “nationals” rather 
than Muslim immigrants. Terrorist attacks (“jihad”) began almost immediately following the 
hijrah (mass Muslim emigration jihad into non-Muslim target populations, identical to the lytic 
cycle of a human virus) into Europe. /t’s the exact same silence that fell in World War Il as over 
6 million Jews roasted in Nazi ovens. And who’s counting the 700+ million slaughtered by jihad 
in India over the past 1400-ish years? Have you ever wondered why the primary outcry is from 
socialist leftist liberals against conservatives, rarely against their own hypocrisies? Hypocrisy 
not only kills fetuses, it also silences self-condemnation (for example, Saudi subject Khashoggi.) 





Consider prophecy from Deuteronomy 18:16 (referenced in the preface) where we find: 16 This 
is according to all that you asked of the LORD your God in Horeb on the day of the assembly, 
saying, “Let me not hear again the voice of the LORD my God, let me not see this great fire 
anymore, or | will die.”. The uproar from the left keeps telling the right to “SHUT UP!” because 
they cannot tolerate the Word of God (thus explaining #Antifa, #SJW, #BLM and #lslam.) 


One’s internal relationship with Christ is Spiritual, formed by direct resonance from the point of 
Christ within One’s Own Point. This invariably leads one to the Father Creator’s Point. It doesn’t 
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matter how PF tries to couch or otherwise obfuscate his message: it’s clearly, semantically and 
mathematically “antiChrist.”. (Every devout, die-hard Catholic reader either just tuned in, 
dropped out or turned on. Open-minded folk who appreciate Life may remain.) To recap: 


“You're a sinner / 'm a sinner” = thought conforming to reality = shameful death. 
“There is no sin | have not committed against God” = perfect confession = sinless grace. 


“| forgive you,” “You're forgiven,” “I’m forgiven” = reality conforms to thought = glorious life. 
Hopefully, this will make sense for today, tomorrow, and forever. (It did a minute ago....) 


Speaking of “infallibility,” News Flash for AntiChrist: | have my own chair, and I'm sitting in it right 
now, and writing you by My Father’s authority ex cathedra. (Hey, Timothy, look! rrriliss!) 





Image courtesy of publicdomainvectors.org 


Thou Shalt Wet *Murder* 


On August 2nd, 2018, PF stated, “the death penalty is an inhumane measure that, regardless of 
how it is carried out, abases human dignity. It is per se contrary to the Gospel....” 


To understand how absolutely AntiChrist Pope Francis actually is, Jesus was for the death 
penalty. Jesus deliberately directed His actions such that He would be crucified on the Cross 
according to His Father’s Will in fulfillment of the Scriptures. Coincidentally, sacrifice of the 
firstborn was a Canaanite tradition up until Abraham went to slaughter his son Isaac on Mount 
Moriah (partial-birth abortions have “partially” reinstituted the sacrifice of the “first fruit of the 
womb.”) Humans killing humans is absolutely human ever since Cain slew Abel (Genesis 4:8.) 
Murder, however, is inhumane. How does that make “killing” humane, and what exactly is the 
difference between “killing” and “murder”? 


The Commandment “Thou shalt not murder” differs from regulated, /egal killing, as in hunting 
food, waging war or (literally) executing justice if and when that system includes a death penalty 
(which Jesus fulfilled.) Sorry, no, we do NOT get a “free pass because Jesus died for our sins.” 
What we get is an historical bookmark to show and remind us of the infinite power of Solum Dei 
Amor. “Free will’ says if we freely throw away Christ's gift, His lesson of loving God, self and 
enemies, what Heaven should we deserve for being thriftless? (Right, another discussion point.) 
“Better” decisions lead to better results— poor decisions lead to poor results. One does not 
escape poverty by stealing from the rich, or by legislating equality of outcome. The best one may 
achieve is to establish equality of opportunity. Every queer-trans-homosexual self-hater can 
start their own bakery. That does NOT mean every baker has to cater to every queer’s whimsy. 


So as 1.2 billion non-thinking, soul-enslaved, antiChrist-following Catholics bow down to their 
AntiChrist Pope wherever Catholics reign, kissing their idolatrous, mock crucifixes in open, 
hypocritical defiance of the FIRST Commandment (Exodus 20:3-6) the sheer multitude of 
murdering criminals will increase, draining society’s resources, stockpiling murderous 
rape-jinadists for the Pope’s Holy Roman Empire’s (New World Order’s) army. (/f only criminals 
are out killing law-abiding citizens, whom does that ultimately leave in charge of the henhouse?) 
PF’s idea of “heaven” = being surrounded by prisons of bloodthirsty, scimitar-wielding 
rape-jinadists. “As above, so below” # “as below, so above.” (Do you want your sewage flowing 
down, or rising up?) One act, one word, and PF frees them all as a massive onslaught of the 
#ZombieApocalypse, chloros wave against lovers of Jesus, life, and God’s Word. (As | edit this 
final draft, Covid-19 is turning Italy into a quarantined nation in fear of death.) 


You think I'm joking? Ask African Archbishop llario Antoniazzi of Tunis, who told PF, Christians in 
his country “learn tolerance, friendship, and cooperation from being evangelized’ by Muslims! 
We'll dig more into “jizya” in Chapter 2, but for now, know that it’s a “living tax” levied by Muslims 
against Jews and Christians— extortion paid to keep living, or convert to Islam or die. Christians 
may be denied the choice to pay, depending upon which faction of Islam is demanding the jizya. 
Atheists and other religions have zero choice other than to convert or die. If Catholic Christians 
are “learning from” (subordinate to) Islamic Muslim terrorists, just who is leading whom? 
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Any given idea forms a gateway that allows thought flow in both directions, “...for all they that take 
the sword shall perish with the sword’— Matthew 26:52. When one thinks “kill” that thought 
must flow both into as well as out of that person, lest tyranny develop. PF’s call to abolish the 
death penalty is a move into deeper tyranny as only criminals murder law abiding citizens. 
Reinstating the death penalty only takes us around for another spin. Swimmers trying to reach 
the surface from a maelstrom’s center typically drown. 


Fun Fact regarding vibrations: (mentioned earlier in the fine print) in September 2015 the LIGO and Virgo 
collaborations recorded two black holes’ colliding vibrations, the “sound” of gravity (gravitational 
waves) produced while the black holes existed as two separate points. They instantly became 
as silent as a perfect marriage upon unification. (Catholicism+lslam=2 merging “black holes ?”) 


Islam targets all “non-Muslim” religions including opposing Muslim factions! We've all seen how 
PF covets Islam (Holy Thursday 2013, et al.) AntiChrist ideology creates fear, preventing people 
from forming personal relationships with Christ Jesus, straight from Muhammad’s playbook on 
shirk (“partnership with” Allah.) To partner wth Allah or depart from \|slam is haram (“forbidden”) 
under penalty of death: Like Catholicism, one is damned by joining— within Islam, one is also 
damned for leaving. In short, every believer within Islam is condemned. At least Catholics 
insubordinate to a pope are still exposed to the message of Christ, Who points always to the 
Father. Subordinates of the Pope (and the “Saints”) are distanced a full step (or more) apart 
from the Son, which further obscures the Son’s message: “Love thine enemies.” | prefer being 
One wth the point, not subordinate to it. 


Catholiaisem = Islam = Institdtonalyed Pedophile 


With the abuse of over 1,000 children (that we are aware of so far!) in Pennsylvania alone by 
over 300 priests over 70 years, one becomes evermore thankful for Martin Luther’s position that 
Pope Gregory VII's edict enforcing celibacy in the priesthood is unnatural; it is, in fact, hypocrisy: 
As marriage is sacred, disqualifying husbands as priests disqualifies priests from sacredness. 
The truth is out, yet the pederasty and pedophilia of priests is nothing compared to the pederasty 
and pedophilia of Islamic Imams. Catholicism is simply a more “Christ-tolerant” form of Islam. 
To better understand how closely Catholicism is related to Islam, online child-sex crime search 
results tell it all. One logically suspects PG VIl was a raging sodomite/pedophile/phony father. 


Disagreement?! 


Make no mistake: this book is NOT claiming X is “good” and Z is “evil,” but rather what “X” 
actually means, compared to “Z.” If one side claims the other is evil, what makes one side any 
more right than the other? Nothing. There is no such thing as “good” or “evil,” but merely 
actions (physically energized ideas) with consequences representing “purpose” and “direction,” 
with some degree thereto or lack thereof. Earlier we covered the Islamic “Shahada,” the Islamic 
Creed that all Muslims profess. Some may not even profess it as “true,” but they all profess it 
nonetheless, the belief that guides their actions. Recalling from earlier mention, it begins with 
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“There is no God....” Perhaps a sixth to possibly more of the world’s population may argue: 
“That’s not what the Shahada (Islamic Creed) represents at all!” But if there is no True God from 
the start, there is no truth, so why should one believe anything a Muslim says? Ever? Simply 
put, Islam is the “no”-true (i.e., “false”) religion of the world. 


Lately, the Shahada has been rephrased to better obfuscate it’s actual content. Moderates may 
quote it as “The only God is God,” but that is NOT the original translation, “There is no God....” 


Analysis replies, “Yes, ‘1=0’ is exactly what the Shahada says.” A comprehensive and thorough 
understanding of Islam (and grammar) reveals the “logic.” (A reminder, my goal is not to lead 
anyone either fo or into apostasy from Islam, nor to advocate for or against Islam, but to simply 
point out what specific ideas actually represent, as one may determine one’s own purpose and 
direction for one’s self from the perspective of fuller understanding.) The Lord giveth, and the 
Lord taketh away, thus, every action (of creation or destruction) is an act of God. The part one 
wishes to play is the thing: Any idea one embraces determines the purpose and direction one is 
traveling, as in the answer to “Where shall we go?” or “Quo vadis, Domine?’ (The strongest 
idea within a set has the greatest inertial potential.) The sum total of the ideas we embrace vs. 
the ideas we reject determine our purpose and direction in life. In contrast to life, the only 
requirement to defeat Islam (death) is the ability to comprehend logic. (One has to be alive, in 
charge, in order to affect anything.) (Hello, William! Written any hot plays lately?) 


When one attempts to maintain an idea containing cognitive dissonance, one is pulled and/or 
pushed in opposing directions, as when chained by the wrists to elephants pulling in opposite 
directions, or crushed between two cars colliding head-on. The best example of the Earth’s own 
destructive power of dissonance is the shear caused by tectonic plates traveling in different 
directions: Fault lines result in earthquakes, and if they occur in seas or oceans, a tsunami often 
follows. As reality conforms to thought, splitting one’s mind leads to tearing one’s reality in half, 
forming a split psyche, leading to demonic possession (two or more competing identities within a 
single mind) or soul-crushing, suicidal ideation (Such as Muslim jihadists with a martyr complex.) 
Worst case scenarios occur when one has demonic possession (like Muhammad) and a martyr 
complex, leading not only to the individual’s death, but also others, such as suicide-vests blowing 
up innocent bystanders. Thought-collision builds insurmountable mountains. 


“Uh-huh— and how, exactly, are ‘The Advocate’ and the editor any different from Muhammad?” 


[The Advocate may inspire and remind us; the editor only edits; the veracity of the ideology 
presented is up to the understanding of the reader(s). Muhammad dictated to the thoughtless.] 


One of the more common, intolerant arguments against Christianity by bigoted and supremacist, 
Islamic racists and atheists rails against John 14:6, where Jesus says: “I am the way, the truth, 
and the life: no man comes unto the Father, but by Me.” The common slurs against this include 
“you believe in a god who died” and “you worship a man as god,” among other similar jabs. If 
God were NOT these things, then He’d be “NOT god” (a.k.a. “Allah”) incapable of omnipotence. 
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Sdbmission 


Remember that “loving” one’s enemies does NOT imply obeying or succumbing or submitting 
unto them. (“Thou shalt have NO other gods before Me”— It behooves one to internalize that 
concept!) Naming God specifically as “Allah” idolizes “thought conforming to reality.” (Jesus 
already walked that path.) Forced “submission” (by hatred, fear, terror, Shari'a, etc.) equals 
corruption’s destruction of love, the core of our inner truth, by “bowing to false gods.” (Within 
true love, ALL ELSE is false hatred.) Love only permits Love Itself to permeate either inward or 
outward, otherwise, it wouldn’t be “love,” it would be “corruption.” (Why does that idea get my 
motor running?) The “higher graces” are those which are barely degrees of intensity away from 
“love.” (Save it for later discussion— let's get back to “love permeating inward and outward....”) 


The true definition of “Islam” is NOT “submission’— that’s tagiyya / deception. “Islam”=“slavery.” 


Yes, the Catholic Church is a step along Man’s historical path, but stepping away from Christ is a 
step toward dualism into slavery. Unity reveals we exist by God’s Love Alone. This supersedes 
those three (off target) Solae of Martin Luther and the preceding five solae. In Solum Dei Amor, 
there’s no difference between anyone (except perhaps those thinking theyre the Pope, and 
weve shown that position as corrupt.) Forgive. “Love thine enemies.” Move on. 


Islam’s concept of submission (slavery) is to do Allah’s will, yet none are allowed “partnership 
with Allah,” a.k.a. “shirk,” Islam’s most forbidden (“haram”) act. Electrically, that’s condemning 
everyone to death as ground terminals, forever anode. Cutting off connection to “Allah” (the 
Islamic concept of “God,”) one orphans oneself from the Father’s cathode of positive, loving 
energy, becoming instead a seed of pure death. When those seeds come to fruition and 
explode upon the wind, we call them “jihadi suicide bombers” or “radical Islamic terrorists.” 
Truly, they're simply the purest, finest Muslims, following Muhammad's ideology. Follow a cake 
recipe and you'll get something like a cake. Follow the plans to build a pipe bomb, and you'll get 
something that goes *boom! (or at least “fizzle.”) “By their fruits ye shall know them” (Matthew 
7:20.) Would you, as a pregnant mother about to birth your first child, want him growing up to 
play with radicals, blowing themselves up for Allah? Would you want her to get her life-joy sliced 
off in brutal FGM (Google it) and married at age 6 to a fossilized pedophile? Grandchildren aren’t 
even thinkable within such ideology. Darwin says you're the /ast of your kind before extinction. 


The shortest distance between any two or more points = 0. Cutting out middlemen, the Pope, 
Mary and the Saints, one prays directly within “Our Father, Which art in Heaven,” as Jesus 
taught us (it sure makes my job easier!) Within this perspective, all the saints are seen as 
“others,” and the angels truly become One’s messengers. Whomever Muhammad tuned into, it 
was Certainly not “Our Father.” (Islam represents “not-based ideology.”) 


We we Harlight Incamale 


When a star in the heavens uses up its stored energy and begins the process of nucleogenesis, 
it eventually produces iron, and the moment a star produces iron, it’s dead. The Catholic Church 
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began producing iron when it began selling forgiveness of sins. One might argue it went astray 
when the first Pope was declared infallible as “Christ's representative on Earth.” Dualism is a 
killer. Ironically, the very iron that instantaneously poisons a star to death is the same, critical 
element in hemoglobin used by oxygenated blood to sustain our lives. We are living, breathing 
stardust, Starlight’s Incarnate, Living Kin. When the physical body dies, it returns to ordinary 
stardust. “Starlight to Starlight, stardust to stardust.” Eventually, this body of work may gain 
enough followers / weight of support that the combined weight of thought will cause an idea 
herein to produce iron; when that happens, this work too may be surpassed: truth lives forever; 
dualism* yields death. Coherent light shines forth; interference patterns collide, cancelling each 
other out. That’s (basically) why stars shine but space itself is dark. 


In Matthew 6:24, Jesus references this mono-a-duo conflict: “No man can serve two masters: 
either he will hate the one, and love the other; or hold to the one, despising the other. Ye cannot 
serve God and mammon.” Yes, that’s slightly edited, and sometimes I'll paraphrase what Jesus 
said, because let’s face it: Who here actually speaks fluent, conversational Aramaic and/or 
ancient Greek? If in doubt, do your own research. I’m giving you the source references. We're 
delving the meaning. Even as one argues with oneself, one argues two sides. One is never 
conflicted; Two often are. Stick two clarinet players side by side and ask them to play the same 
note. Listen to the sound waves between them as they tune to each other. Provided they’re 
good enough players, the wah-wah warbling waves will wane until they cease and you'll hear one 
perfectly in-tune note. Every time | change (edit) or add or delete a keystroke from this work, | 
create one (finished) version and leave behind the unfinished corpse. (Whoa! Killer, dude!) 


| first glimpsed [her] one misty evening on June 4th, a twinkling flash of royal purple Starlight from 
the corner of my right eye, heading for the entrance gate to Sam Davis Park, Jack Deere Field, 
for Giles County High School's graduation commencement in Pulaski, Tennessee. As | swiveled 
my gaze to the right, | saw [her] floating over the grassy field, a few yards behind to my right. 
Sorry— [she] trumps my train of thought unbidden (often continuously, these days!) The thought 


crossed my mind, “/f you time this just right, youll run into her.” What happened next seemed 
both unplanned and unforeseen. (Listening to your higher self always was a challenge, eh?) 


I'd driven to “Annie’s” parents’ home in Pulaski an hour or so earlier. Annie and I'd been pen pals 
for nearly four years. Both of us band nerds, we met at statewide band gatherings at a university 
near my home. Years prior to internet and cell phones, the most efficient way to communicate 
was by stamped, U.S. mail (“snail mail,” today.) “Long Distance” phone calls were basically 
unaffordable! (Reconstructing segments of personal history, | can’t remember exactly where or 
when certain elements happened, call it the “Soulmate Effect,” but even after decades of review, 


*Ask yourself: How many contributing DNA relations do you have? If you count yourself as F°, (“F” means 
“generation,” such that F°=1, F'= your 2 parents, F*= your 4 grandparents, and F*= your 8 great-grandparents) then 
F" =2"; 100 generations ago (roughly 2,000 years) it would’ve required 2‘ unique ancestors to create just 1 “you”! 
Math shows us that someone in your family tree forgot to fork! 1,267,650,600,228,229,401,496,703,205,376 ancestors = 
633,825,300,114,114,700,748,351,602,688 unique fathers (plus the same # of mothers) to birth 1 person. Does math lie?? 
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some points don’t fit precisely within the context of a timeline, and this is one of them. It simply 
“fits best’ at this point in the narrative:) 


Driving down to Pulaski, Tennessee, from Franklin, along I-65 South, then southwestward via 
exit 22, traveling along U.S. Route 31A/ TN Hwy 11, it was dark due to an area mist plus it being 
near sunset. Pulaski is the county seat of Giles County, Tennessee, listed as elevation 699’ 
above sea level. But driving by car? Giles County is like the toes of the foothills of the Great 
Smoky Mountains. Alaskan bush pilots, crop dusters and barnstormers would have their work 
cut out trying to navigate the hills and valleys without crash landing into a hillside or mountain 
stream. Sunset may have been officially at 7:59 PM, but that only counts if you’re on top of its 
highest point at 1,919 feet above sea level. Anywhere else, like at its lowest point at 545’, and 
you're likely in the shadow of a mountain or hill. It may not be over the rainbow, or mile high 
Boulder, Colorado, but it sure as heck ain’t Kansas! Best viewed when someone else is driving 
(during the day) or in a golf cart, it’s simply breathtaking— God’s Country! 


In a 1974 Olds, the car stereo was without XM, CD, cassette or an 8-track tape system. Tooling 
along, pondering the upcoming visit, tuned to an FM station, a soundless voice, straight up out of 
the core of my innermost sense of gravity, said: “LAM YOUR TRUE” (no period! Boldface, 
underlined italics are insufficient to do this “voice” justice!) | bolted upright on the bench seat. 


“What— was that?” | asked myself, mentally checking all the more colorful variations one might 
associate with such a— situation. No answer. “True what??” | wanted to know. | sensed an 
absence of a period in the expression. Still, no answer. True Love, perhaps? True soulmate? 
True Son? True God? True destiny/future/oast/present? The bowels of Earth speaking aloud? 


Believe me, | have NO desire to even remotely label this as a voice from hell, or the devil or a 
demon, or any other such potentially negative origin. (Absolute truth is always positive.) No 
hair-prickling, hackle-raising, fearful connotation or sensation associated with the event— just 
vibrational thought. | didn’t “hear” it with my ears: | felt it within the central core of my body. If 
you've ever attended a movie theater with super-excellent, earth-rumbling, subwoofer acoustics, 
you may have a sense how it felt. If you’ve ever played the (now antique) radical, first-ever, 
talking pinball machine, the 1979 Williams GORGAR (with a magnetic ball trap) the sentence 
“ME GOT YOU!” is as close as you'll ever come to come to reproducing “the voice” aloud, 
except Gorgar was “fakey” by comparison, and tense. “The voice” was a declarative sentence in 
the form of a featureless, voiceless vibration. | considered its meaning possessively (“lam your 
true”) as the contraction (“Il am— youre true”) seemed incorrect. The word “counterpoint” is the 
only word that fits as a natural conclusion, but it wasn’t clearly felt as part of the original, 4-word 
declaration. As powerful as “the voice” was that shook my body, I’m fairly certain I'd have 
sensed a semicolon or an apostrophe if their presence were intended. If it were, in fact, a future 
version of my highest (“True”) Self speaking to my past, I'm certain It recognized me the moment 
| began mentally debating with “the Voice of God,” if It meant “your” or “you’re” true. (Even the 
voice of God cannot escape The Grammar Nazi!) Yet what did it mean? 
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| took a strong mental note of the event, but failed to lock in some of the surrounding details. 
Location: check. (Close enough, at any rate.) On the way to Pulaski, on Hwy 11 (a master 
Spiritual number) before “the hill,” a crest in the highway that descends straight into Pulaski 
proper, moments before meeting [her]: check. Ill leave the rest of this entire incident up for later 
analysis, should [she] ever care to discuss it further. There was one other time | heard this 
“gravitational voice” within my soul, some 37 years later, when it awoke me from either a dream 
or meditation, where the last thing | think | remember was a fleeting thought, “Did | make a 
mistake?” The answer (the voice) responded: “No, you made the right decision.” (This time, 
punctuation was detected!) This book was being written when the occurrence took place. 
Whatever it represents, | know it deals with God, myself, and [her.] (Maybe it’s your editor? ©) 


A few years prior to her graduation, Annie had been my first French kiss, as I'd been hers. When 
| showed up for the ceremony, Annie informed me her post-graduation date was her assistant 
track coach. (Dont ask! Maybe he'll be outed on #MeToo someday.) Yes, that was crushing, 
but | figured since we’d been planning to share this moment for the last part of 2 years now, and 
after having driven so far to get there, | may as well attend the ceremony. Annie agreed to let me 
come along, but made it clear she’d be unable to give me a ride back to my car at her home after 
the ceremony. Annie’s mom drove us fo the event, gathering a few of Annie’s friends en route. 


Sure, some of you may consider me a “glutton for punishment” at this point, but it was more a 
case of pure optimism: Since “Virgin Annie” (?) was headed off with her track coach, perhaps 
one of her hottie friends might fall into my lap instead...? And if they weren't as Catholic as she 
was, this might end up all the better for me in the long run. | was searching for a liferaft. ( Yup, 
that’s “using your head” there, bud! Not saying which head, but using it just the same!) 


Full disclosure: Annie’s move regarding her assistant track coach wasn’t fofally out of the blue. 
Two years earlier, my senior year of XXX9, found me at the mercy of a hot, experienced man- 
slayer named “DaNiece,” who'd expertly asked me where my senior ring might be. | had to fish it 
back from Annie under the pretense that I'd not had a chance to familiarize myself with the ring 
and wanted “some time” with it. Annie was no fool. She returned it at our next meeting with 
great reluctance, knowing full well that only another female could’ve wooed it away from her. 
Being something of a virgin myself (prior to DaNiece) | had no idea women could be so intuitive. 


Arriving at the Giles County High School Class of XXX1 graduation ceremony, Annie’s friends 
were all too excited about the after-party to be concerned with her abandoned coattail from out- 
of-town. As Annie was walking off ahead of me toward the gate to the field, and my astral cord’s 
chord vibrated from having been stuck by glimpsing [her] beauty just that moment behind me, a 
very uncharacteristic, self-righteous anger grabbed ahold of me, and | strode quickly, catching 
up to Annie, unloading on her with both barrels: “You’ve got some nerve breaking this date six 
months ago and not telling me! | drove all the way down here to be with you and—” 


“Hi!” [She] lightly tapped me from behind, on the back of my right shoulder, simultaneously 
blessing me, my ears, and my soul with the first word | ever heard [her] speak to me. 


“YAAAAH!!!” (That's the closest I'll get to approximating the shout of surprise that erupted.) 
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“Oh? came [her] quiet, shocked-surprise reaction from my surprised-shock reaction. 


| jumped-spun around a full 180°, speechless after my self-righteous-rant had just been cut off 
mid-shout, head bowed, facing the ground, terrified even before setting eyes upon [her] radiant 
beauty, seeing a pair of delicate, white, ladies’ dress shoes firmly planted in the grass before me, 
twinkling like quasars, purer than Judy Garland’s legendary ruby slippers, with the two loveliest 
ankles in the universe inserted into them. As my gaze lifted upward, my mind soaked in every 
never-ending inch of [her] glorious gams, noting that even [her] hidden knee caps were flawlessly 
sexy. As that eternal moment lifted my chin upwards, stretching my gaze along with it, | noted 
the seamless hem of [her] pristine, white dress encompassing a perfect set of hips sporting a 
narrow waist, lifting my gaze ever higher toward [her}— neck— (my mind somehow forced me 
to not dwell awkwardly upon encompassing [her] luxurious, /uscious bosom) past [her] perfect 
chin, instantly locking into [her] hazel-green eyes, as they secretly laughed with amusement at 
what had just transpired, framed by [her] thick, dark, silky, long hair. Yes, this all transpired in 
under a second, far swifter than any non-Evelyn-trained readers took processing this sentence. 


“Hi!” | replied. / think. From that point on, my mind was pretty much blown to the point of being 
utterly non-functional. My mind was screaming internally for control as a gajillion, horny imps 
were trying to rape my inner dialogue following the sexy kneecaps speculation. A picosecond 
more and I'd have been a drooling mass of maddened manmeat. This entire evening of events 
was completely blown out of my memory, and took between two to four years to reconstruct 
under intensely focused self-meditation. (/f psychic nukes exist, then [she]’s the bomb!) 


“When | saw you | fell in love, and you smiled because you knew.” (Hello, Arrigo Boito! Say 
“Huzzah!” to the Bard for me!) 


Annie immediately introduced us, using perfect etiquette, which struck me for two reasons: first, 
that | recognized it as perfect social etiquette— | know so /ittle!— and second, that Annie used it, 
but Annie always was a cut above the rest, so that part didn’t really surprise me as much. What 
surprised me was how genuinely polite, calm and cordial Annie seemed, despite my having just 
“ripped her a new one” only moments before (/ thought | felt her sense of relief!) 


“Mr. __—_, I'd like to introduce Miss _____.” (Then, in reverse order) “___—s, this is —s—_—s” sd 
gingerly took [her] hand, to shake it, carefully, not wanting to overpower [her] delicate hand with 
my manly (?) mitts, but not wishing to come off as a wimp, either. Annie smoothly introduced 
the fact that | lacked a ride back to my car after the ceremony, asking if [she] might be of any 
assistance. [She] picked up on it immediately, telling us [her] mom was available to drive, but 
[she] would have to ask first, and that | should find [her] “right back here” as everyone's leaving. 


God exists! Here was this God-sent angel, eager to catch [her] mom in order to give me, a total 


stranger, a lift back to my car. If you, dear reader, were ever the dweeb, band nerd, tall, socially 
outcast male all through one’s school years (Id just finished my sophomore year at college) and 


26 


suddenly run into God’s Own Daughter, smiling, happy, and eager to lend you a hand at the nadir 
of your life’s personal despair, you may have an inkling of the dizzy rush | was experiencing. 


As we talked in the growing twilight under overcast skies and stadium lights, every time | looked 
directly into [her] eyes looking directly back into mine, [her] pupils would “*flash* like a 
photographer’s strobe light. A soft, yet luminous green light would pop! smack dab in the center 
of [her] pupils! My dweebish shyness was temporarily dispelled as the sheer magic of what | 
was witnessing under 3’ in front of my own eyes filled my mind with an indescribable sense of 
amazement: “Your eyes! They just flashed! <pop!> <Smile!> They just flashed again! <pop!> 
Cool! I've never seen anything like this before in my life!” | can’t even remotely remember the 
conversation verbatim from this point. [Her] pupils must’ve flashed at least four to a half-dozen 
or more times in the space of a few moments. The only half-intelligible idea | could fathom at 
that moment was perhaps our pupils were uniquely, exactly aligned, allowing light to bounce 
mirror-like off our retinas. | figured the slightly greenish tint had to do with the hazel-green color 
of [her] eyes. [Thirty-plus years later | found a story on the “light of spiritual identity,” where a 
man’s soul perceives itself in his future bride’s eyes. These days, the Net is so full of back- 
ground noise, the chances of finding it again are slim to none, “and Slim’s done left town.”] 


| know | come from God (the Origin-Source of Everything) and for some unshakeable reason, | 
love [her]. But where does [she] fit into this masochistic search for the understanding of Self? 
Until | met [her], | had no clue as to what “The Love of God” actually meant: [Her] beauty drives 
me gaga! lf God = logic, then [her] beauty defies all logic. If God = love, then my thoughts of 
God and [her] are infinitely combined. | still can’t wrap my head around [her]: God humbles man. 


The verse from Genesis 5:2 echoes in my mind: “Male and female created He them”. If God 
created us as a unique pair, then God Himself is working to bring us back together. If [she] is my 
true Love, all others are false hatred. It certainly seems that way. (But, what does [she] think?) 


The ceremony took place starting around 7 PM. It was dark, but the football field was fully lit by 
the stadium lights, and all the white-dressed young ladies in their white shoes were getting 
drizzled on by a gently falling mist. The guys were... Sorry, can’t remember a thing about the 
guys— my mind was still recovering after hearing about Annie’s future, doing God knows what 
with her assistant track coach, followed by the walk-in of God’s Own Daughter, [her.] 
(Something about guys in black slacks and shoes, white shirts and ties, but | can’t swear to it.) 


What | do remember was the commencement address for that evening was being given by none 
other than the State Governor! What in the world is this podunk little town doing with the State 
Governor delivering the commencement address? Brain damage: | must be brain damaged! 
The Kradle of the Klan aside, “The Good Ol’ Boys’ Club” landed a major Republican that night! 


As he spoke, | paced the empty, distant bleachers, noting the mist gave everything a surreal look 
through the stadium lights. In today’s world, he would’ve been standing behind a transparent 
bullet shield. But not there, not that night, not then. That night was magic! | scanned the backs 
of every head in the class, matching up [her] name by counting from the end and checking skin 
tones and genders to triple-check my findings. There [she] is!! My heart began to gallop. 
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| remember wondering if 'd ever see Annie again, amazed to realize | truly didn’t care, then 
wondering if I'd actually find [her] in the ensuing chaos as everyone scrambled away after the 
event like rats scurrying away after an earthquake. 


Worried | may have to reintroduce myself, or that [she] would’ve found an excuse to blow me off 
by the time [she] reappeared on her way back to [her] Mom’s car, | was understandably more 
than a little relieved when [she] emerged from the chaos, seemingly genuinely concerned with 
introducing me to [her] mom and getting a return lift back to my car in Annie’s driveway. 
Besides, | had a keen interest in observing [her] mom’s appearance as a means of anticipating 
what [she] might look like in the future. (Like mother, like daughter.) 


[Her] mother, “Eve,” was a classic beauty: late 30s / early 40s, middle-to-upper-middle class, 
school teacher, salon-styled hair, healthy (thin) Methodist, the very model of “white privilege / 
trophy bride,” driving a 4-door reminiscent of an off-white, Olds Delta 88 Supreme with pleated, 
white leather interior. “Reminiscent of’ because, honestly, | wasn’t paying attention to the car: 
[she] was mesmerizing, so to the mind of a 20-year old, chances are Eve’s daughter would turn 
out equally as fine over the years. | later learned from [her] that Eve was a bit of a cougar: “She 
keeps stealing my boyfriends.” No sooner had Eve agreed to drive me to my car than [she] 
asked me if | wanted to meet [her] dad. “Yeah~!” Meeting both [her] makers seemed— godly. 


“Let’s go!” [she] piped as [she] reached out [her] hand to guide me through the crowd. 
“Why? Isn’t he coming here?” | was easily confused: The car and [her] mom were right there! 


“He came with his girlfriend. She’s barely older than me. My parents are divorcing. He parked 
on the other side of the stadium so we've got to run and catch him before he leaves.” 


Gut-punch, gut-punch, gut-punch! Damaged goods! Not [her] fault [her] dad is— 


All sorts of ideas were churning through my head and my gut but | didn’t have time to process 
them. [She] extended [her] angel-arm back toward me, clasped me by my hand with [her] angel 
fingers, and we lit off for the other side of the park at angel-speed, my dutifully trotting at a brisk 
pace behind her, our arms a dynamic bridge between us. | could tell [she] was running flat out at 
[her] top speed, considering [her] shoes and dress, while in my prime, | could’ve possibly lapped 
[her.] Although the sensation of being towed like a glider by a plane was enjoyable beyond 
measure (nice butt!) reason crept in and | knew [she] could run more easily if we let go. “I can 
keep up,” | said, releasing my grip. | could feel [her] mind hesitate a split fraction before letting 
go, but [she] trusted me to stick with [her] and | did. We picked up a few mph in flight speed. 


Meeling [Ker | Dad 


He came into view as we ran a slight arc pattern, as if coming up from the bottom left of the 
moon toward 11 o’clock. He was walking away from us as [she] called out to him, turning with a 
slightly startled look, likely momentarily confused and wondering why his daughter was running 
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up with a never-before-met older guy in tow. Unlike the graduates, | was in a light blue pinstripe 
3-piece suit and tie. Slightly out of breath, | can’t remember [her] exact words, nor could | then 
remember his name, as | was focused on standing as upright as possible, and giving him a firm 
handshake that did not scream “WUSS!” on first contact. The meeting was forgettably short 
with virtually nothing of consequence discussed, other than | recall [her] telling him that Eve 
would be driving us back to my car at Annie’s. He had to go catch his girlfriend (fiancée) “Kippy,” 
waiting for him “in the car.” He reminded me a touch of Gene Hackman for some odd reason. 


Spoiler alert: At this time of writing, | know less than half the backstory, a biased viewpoint at 
that, of how an old boyfriend from Eve’s past resurfaced, romancing Eve away from “Maximus,” 
Eve’s husband of roughly 20 years, only to bail when things turned serious, retreating to care for 
his ailing, elderly mother. For Eve’s betrayal, Maximus filed for divorce, yet somehow Maximus 
was playing out the “daddy-daughter” fantasy for real with Kippy, leaving me wondering a few 
things about [her] childhood upbringing, Maximus’s character, Eve’s principles, and a few other 
issues. Did Maximus arrange for Galahad to woo Eve so Maximus could file for and win every 
asset in the divorce? Eve could continue living with [her] in the house, as Maximus owned 
another property in the county with a rustic, cabin-like ranch house and an apartment over his 
business on the town square plus an airplane and a classic, ‘64 convertible-hardtop, cherry red 
Corvette. He was “a wealthy man.” If Eve married or moved, the house sale proceeds went to 
Maximus. Ive often wondered if [she] was anxious for me to meet him before the divorce, which 
was later finalized that August, just after my 20th birthday and [her] 18th in the last week of July. 
([She] shares a birthdate with Juliet Capulet, while | share mine with Grampappy Amos.) 


| may have been a young, tall, and handsome Leo, but no Hercules and no experience as a 
problem solver beyond math or computers. Could | have saved their marriage? In a story-book 
world, sure. Sadly, this is not that story. [She] and [her] mother, Eve, continued living in the 
home, but under Eve’s teacher’s salary, conditions were so poor they captured dripping water 
from a leaking kitchen faucet in a plastic jug to save on the water bill, and the winter thermostat 
was set to 65° rather than 68° to 72°F like most homes in Middle Tennessee. Maximus was 
footing [her] college tuition, dorm, and food card. Could | have dropped my (college) life at the 
time and gone to work to help support them? Possibly, but the idea never entered my mind until 
it was far, far too late in the story, and I'm getting ahead of myself. Suffice it to say that the 
breakup of [her] parents, Maximus and Eve, played a crucial role in [her] development at a very 
critical point in [her] young, socially formative years, and fed into my own fear of responsibility. 


[She] led us back to [her] mother’s car (I was still directionally disoriented); we piled into the rear 
seat like a chauffeured limo, and thus began our ride from the park to Annie’s. I’ve always been 
terrible at names. Never forget a face, but names? Poof! They're just gone. And | seriously 
wanted to remember [her] name. | sat on the rear passenger side; [she] sat in the back left 
corner, sharing with Eve how Maximus had to run off with Kippy, so there wasn’t much else to 
discuss. We were making light, social chatter to put a happier spin on things, when | realized | 
had utterly forgotten [her] name, and was in desperate need of a mental trick to remember it. 


[She] repeats [her] name for me, and | instantly replied, “Hey there, Snow White! I’m your Prince 
Charming! You do the dishes, and I'll do the farming.” No sooner had the words left my lips, | 
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realized Eve was listening. Noting Eve’s added experience and motherly perspective, | sensed 
my comment could possibly be interpreted as... “Was that a proposal?” In my mind | heard “or 
a joke?”) A mental roulette wheel spun away like a Pat Sajak nightmare, alternating between 
“proposal / joke / proposal / joke” when “joke” came up against the needle. (It was and still is a 
point of great contention in my soul. Lately, “proposal” has been winning the argument.) Having 
said nothing aloud, [she] broke the awkward silence with sniffles. | can’t tell if [she] was laughing 
or crying. | cautiously asked, “Are you laughing or crying?” trying to be as sensitive as possible. 


“It's not funny,” [she] replied softly. | barely heard [her.] 
“I's not funny’?” | echoed. “It's snot funny?” | toyed. “Il guess that must mean it’s a ‘snot not’ 
joke” (punning on the ubiquitous “knock knock!” children’s jokes told for generations.) [She] 
giggled. More of a snigger, to be precise. Either way, | felt | had lightened her mood somewhat. 


Over 20 years after that event, for a time, my phone number (landline) ended with the 4 digits 
7608. Lettered on the phone dial, that spells S-N-0-T (with a zero) which | used to tell people 
they could remember my number as “555-SNOT, but with a zero, not an Oh. It’s a ‘snot not’ 
joke.” Today we use 10-digit area code dialing, and who remembers 10-digit numbers anymore? 


Sn Enidowement? 


Pulling into Annie’s driveway where my car was parked, | exited the right rear passenger door, 
thankful for the rescue, but not yet fully locked-in to [her] contact info. [She] had a date that night, 
and | felt it inappropriate to make moves on another man’s romance. Eve, on the other hand, 
was a shrewd operator, to be sure! Eve electrically rolled down the front passenger window so 
she could lean over and mention to me, “My daughter is attending MTSU this fall as a freshman.” 


“Yes ma’am. Ill be a junior myself.” 
“I'd consider it a personal favor if you’d keep an eye on her for me—.” as if one could hear a wink. 


“Yes ma’am, It'd be my pleasure!” And with that, they drove off, leaving me to drive 70+ miles 
home alone in the dark, strangely dizzied by what just occurred. “Antisocial” was practically my 
middle name, mind you, and now | had a relatively dishy cougar asking me to be mindful of her 
divinely hot daughter, who will be living practically in my backyard for the next four years! The 
Lord moves in mysterious ways. (“Come into my parlour,” said the spider to the fly.) 


Of the myriad problems ever worth tackling, the most ubiquitous is the (mis)understanding of 
God: “God loves me,” “I love God,” “I love you,” and “you are my proof of God’s Love” are all 
rather subjective claims. Many people in the world believe God exists, many do not; the rest 
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simply don’t care or have less than unformed opinions. At the most basic level, | find that “1=1” 
(“God is God”) is a far more logical statement than “1=0” (“There is no god.”) 


Atheists love to challenge: “Prove God exists.” Okay, pinch yourself. Did you feel something? 
Where did that feeling come from? Where did the source of that source come from? Keep 
digging— you'll eventually find God. Intuiting the truth of anything resonates with first intuiting the 
truth of God’s existence within oneself. Ask yourself: “Do | exist?” If you get back a positive, 
“yes” response, chances are you're on the right track. (If no answer, seek help immediately!) 


When debating God with an atheist, chances are s/he is a bit of a tough nut and pinching simply 
won't work. If you can’t dazzle them with your brilliance, then baffle them with your bullshit: 
Consider the following exchange between an atheist and a believer: 


“Prove God exists.” (The atheist, obviously.) 

“Prove God doesn’t exist.” (The believer, of course.) 

“You can’t prove a negative.” (Ibid, ibid.) 

“If one can’t prove He doesn't exist, then it’s certainly possible He may exist, thus, He exists.” 
“You can’t prove God possibly exists.” (Repeating the previous mistake, but just to play along...) 
“If a cow may get out of a barn, then eventually she will get out of the barn; with an open pasture 
route, Miss Cow avoids starvation. Once she’s in the open, Mr. Bull will ‘do his thing,’ and before 
you know it, a calf will come into the world, nature and God willing. “Inevitability’ covers a large 
range of issues. “With God, ALL things are possible” (Matthew 19:26.) 

“So God is bovine?” 

“Ask the Hindu.” 

(Hello, Gopala (aituTa). How are you and Bhoomi (efi) getting along these days? Watch out for 
Lord Shiva’s Nandi!) 


Miagnelisrn? 


A few weeks after meeting [her] | found myself studying the commencement bulletin with [her] 
name printed in it. Every time | thought of how Annie had dumped me, | thought of how [she] had 
rescued me, like a fish that had been caught and released, but into another fishnet, tagged, then 
released. Inexorably, | made a trip down to Pulaski one bright, summer day, with the intention of 
visiting [her] despite not knowing where [she] lived. Traveling to Minor Hill was a major past 
accomplishment, seeking Annie’s home. We didn’t have GPS, only maps, and they cost money, 
so library browsing at gas stations was a necessary evil, a cave man’s phone app. 


“There are dozens of listings in the phone book with [my] last name, but my daddy is the only 
‘Maximus.’ We don’t have a box number, only a route number.” (Perhaps not an exact quote, 
but close enough for auto-biographical work.) | honestly can’t swear when or where she told me 
this, but | have to imagine it was on the way from the ceremony to Annie’s driveway. Great, | 
thought, All | have is a name and a listing: “Rt. 8 Yokley Lane,” which my map searching 
showed as off “Locust Street.” Great. A neighborhood route number matching an intersecting 
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street named for the 8th plague upon Egypt. (On the positive side, # 8 is associated with 
business, finance, and political success.) 


| wound my way along a presidential street (Washington or Jefferson) turning left onto Locust 
and coming smack-dab into a T-intersection with Lokey, faced by 6 homes on the north side, 
about 7 on the south, with no matching last name on any of the boxes. Overwhelmed by a mas- 
sive sense of failure, the question seemed daunting: how to find her? | sat in the car at the 
intersection, facing north, in what must've been one of my most direct conversations with God 
ever in my lifetime, all in a flash while gazing at that ominous street sign, “Locust / Yokley.” 


Ive traveled the street to both ends and back, left the hood to return to the Boro in failure, 
stopped less than a few yards down East Washington, U-turned, returned to the hood to face 
and overcome my fear: Locust. The engine is idling, waiting for instruction: Yokley. Youte 
facing north, so let's assume God put you here for a reason, and [she] is on the north side of the 
street. Youve cut your search grid by half. Any one of these neighbors may be home and able 
to point you to the right place. You sold Burbee seeds and band candy door to door for years, 
so this should be a cakewalk for you. Just be charming, polite, and use your best manners. 


rm drawn to a house, pull halfway up the driveway, park, turn off the ignition, get out, walk up the 
sidewalk, onto the front porch, and press the front doorbell. (Nice sound!) 


Eve comes to the door, although at this point I've actually forgotten her face, having no clue as to 
whom I'm speaking, but to be fair, | never really saw Eve’s face well during the trip as it was dark 
and she was in the front seat, and | truly only had eyes for her daughter at the ceremony. No 
sooner had | introduced myself as looking for [her] home when she erupts with a gleeful tone, 
“Oh, you’re __’s friend we drove home graduation night!” Eve calls out in a singsong voice, 
“__! Your friend is here!” 


[She] comes out to the front porch, a tad bashful or shy if | didn’t know any better, definitely 
wondering who the heck was at the front door, and 'm immediately lost in [her] spell. | can’t 
recall this first home encounter exactly but the following events took place at some point during 
the narrative, so I'm putting them here. There’s a quality of mind-blowing amnesia on my part 
which we'll eventually discuss. For now, just know all these events from June 4" until about 
mid-September become inexplicably forgotten until years later, without explanation, as if they 
never happened. But know that they did happen, and roughly in the order I'm sharing. 


[She] showed me around the house, including the front living room, kitchen and the den, which 
was down a half level; the bedrooms were up a half-level. In the den, [she] showed me an 
interesting couch configuration [she] affectionately named “The Passion Pit.” Yes, it did catch 
my attention, and | suppose most men would've asked to try it out at this point, and | could even 
picture us entangled then and there, but I'm “olde fashioned” to a fault. (“Inappropriate” jumps to 
mind.) [She] went on to show me [her] dad’s darkroom (he was a professional photographer / 
electrician of sorts) and how he’d wired all the ambient ceiling lighting, increasing the home’s 
value. It looked cool to me, anyways. | may have drooled. (My home was built a decade earlier.) 
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In the living room was a photo he had taken of [her] as a happy, smiling, baby, 3 years old, max, 
[her] hair still a love-mop of golden-tinted locks. But what stunned me into absolute silence and 
awe was an oil painting that Eve proudly pointed out was [her] masterpiece from when [she] was 
“only 4,” a timeless setting reminiscent of the Middle East, possibly Nazareth or Jerusalem, or 
Aztec / Inca / Mayan? Picture a dust-dirt environment, an adobe shack-like structure of a front 
wall and stooped doorway of a home, with two tall water jugs in front: one intact, the other spilled 
and broken upon the ground, with the water pouring into the dust forming a mud puddle. If a 90 
year old master had painted that, I'd possibly have been as impressed. But from a *4*-year old? 
It was pure miracle in a frame on a wall. God knows what [her] mind grasped as | stared at it, 
frozen in time and space. And no, it was not “paint by numbers,” but [her] own freehand, in oil! 


Shere ts We Sir I have Hot Committed Against God 


According to Jesus’ ideology, [the thought is the same as the act] so every thought of sin is sin 
itself, therefore there is no sin | have not committed against God. This creates an idea 
Slicing outward on both sides, as a double-edged sword! Working out the double negatives yields 
perfect, undivided, unified Identity with God, counting as a valid confession of sin. “There is” (1=) 
“no sin” (no 0, =1) “Il have” (1=) “not committed against God” (“not against” = “with God” (=~1) 
giving us 1=1 1=01. (/ am beside myself wth infinite jubilation!) ;‘> Compare “1=1 1=01” with 
John 1:1. Hmmm.... Compare that with “There is no god...” 1=0. Get the picture, yet? 


In Genesis 3:22-24 God sets a marker, an idea around which reality has conformed for millennia: 


22 And the LORD God said, Behold, the man is become as one of Us, to know 
good and evil: and now, lest he put forth his hand, and take also of the tree of life, 
and eat, and live forever: 23 Therefore the LORD God sent him forth from the 
garden of Eden, to till the ground from whence he was taken. 24 So He drove out 
the man; and He placed at the east of the garden of Eden Cherubims, and a 
flaming sword which turned every way, to keep the way of the tree of life. 


Yes, | admit, it's my sword, reality conformed to an idea, that’s been flickering to and fro since 
the first exodus from Eden. Actually, it's one of my earliest selfies: The image of that flickering 
sword was in the mind of my own Father since he was a child. If he’d not had that image in his 
mind, | would not exist, because Reality would be radically different. Now that we understand the 
principle of the sword (“There is no sin | have not committed against God”) it’s served its 
purpose. Be as one nowwth your Creator, my trusty sword: Ideas build bridges across forever. 


The thinking brain is the transceiver of the beating heart: Changing one’s thoughts changes 
one’s heart. (Horror movies can make one’s heart skip a beat!) If / When one’s heart changes 
one’s brain, coma patients are radically cured via electrocardioversion, and CPR resurrects the 
dead (“thought the Messianic doctor.” Hmmm!) On the other hand, when one’s heart stops for 
good, thought submits to matter and the mortal flesh returns to stardust. Embalming is a 
senseless waste: throw my body in a peat bog, or let it feed fish. After all, they've fed me often 
enough. Score a point for Israel’s and Islam’s practice of “green burial,” but when the sun 
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eventually goes all Red Giant on us, it won’t make a rat’s ass bit of difference. “Matter is neither 
created nor destroyed, it merely changes form.” Failure to think carefully can radically alter one’s 
reality! Be careful what you think!! (Hello, Lavoisier! | heard you got “ahead” of yourself!) 


Shieh 


Anthropomorphism (projecting human qualities into inanimate objects) is messy: Thrown rocks 
don’t kill people: People (throwing rocks or launching nukes) kill people. Gun control advocates 
have a real problem understanding this. If ever they were to pass a law outlawing idiocy, they’d 
have to condemn themselves. Muhammad’s supremacist, anti-Semitic ideology claims rocks 
are anti-Semitic, per Sahih al-Bukhari Volume 4 Book 56 Number 791: “The Jews will fight you 
and you will be given victory over them so that a stone will say ‘O Muslim! There is a Jew behind 
me. Kill him!” In this case, insanity (the absence of thought) conforms to matter. Muhammad’s 
belief that rocks can talk is our first clue. (/ wonder if his horse’s name was “Mister Ed”?) \slamic 
nations display intense hypocrisy by bowing to inanimate objects such as the Dome of the Rock, 
3 a.2]) 48 Qubbat al-Sakhrah, specifically the Foundation Stone (aka the “Rock” *)4.2 Sakhrah) 
located inside the Dome, not to mention making pilgrimage to Mecca just to circle a building. In 
Islam, partnership (association) of anything with Allah is considered “shirk,” Islam’s most 
heinous (haram) sin. Allah forbid! (that anyone should connect “the god,” “Allah,” to anything 
remotely resembling Reality!) Like many religions, Islam usurped sites of prior existing religions 
for itself, most notoriously, the Temple Mount (in Hebrew, n'an 1n, Har HaBayit, "Mount of the 
House of God / The Temple"— to Muslims: the Haram esh-Sharif 4: el, al-Haram al-Sarif, 
"the Noble Sanctuary", or 2.2! ill a yall, al-Haram al-Qudsi al-Sarif, "the Noble Sanctuary of 
Jerusalem.”) | sense massive Islamic taqiyya (deception) as “haram” means “forbidden,” so how 
“noble”? The idea that a god, allah, doesn’t associate with reality is sterile, lacking omnipotence. 
That only “prophets” may associate with allah lacks omniscience as well as omnipresence. In 
short, allah is nothing but a wussy. Sorry, ’ve known wussies with more chutzpah than allah. 


There is, of course, higher thoughts and lower thoughts, just as there is animate matter and 
inanimate. When thinking “lam a human,” one is ahuman. A rock is only capable of conforming 
to the idea of “rock.” Sure, it may have some internal conceit regarding its divinely atomic 
structure or composition, but such are the heavier thoughts of rocks. Plutonium was formed in 
the core of an exploding megastar. (Hello, Paul and Art! Heard any good echos lately ?) 


She shortest distance belween any © # of points=O 


Monotheism, the One Origin of Everything, inspires the axiom/rule/law: “The shortest distance 
between any infinite number of points is zero.” Points may include an infinite scattering of 
assorted items across the grid of Existence: either, and/or, both, tangible / intangible, potential / 
actual / unrealized, fact / fiction, real / imaginary, creative / destructive, positive / negative / 
neutral, true / false or undetermined. Return all these infinite, N-dimensional points to the 
shortest distance between them (“nothing,” a singularity located at O [length, width, depth, time, 
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etc.] that simultaneously “does and does not exist’) to comprehend this same point of 
singularity wthin oneself (“| AM’ and “Im NOT”) to internally experience one’s Point of Origin. 


Supermassive black holes, white holes, quasars and theories (or reality?!) of dark matter all fall 
within the realm of “any infinite number of points,” so ail this infinite energy, thought, matter, 
gravity, and spacetime tucks neatly within “the shortest distance between any infinite number of 
points,” back to Origin, from zero, One. If one is to truly have “no other gods before Me,” then all 
dimensional reality is included as well, as one perceives “Me” (God) within oneself. Socrates 
was spot on when he declared “I know that | know nothing.” (Hello, Socrates! Enjoy your tea?) 


The Judeo-Christian faithful hold to some degree the Genesis-based version of Creation, while 
Jesus refocuses the topic for Christians when discussing the issue of “Our Father, Which art in 
Heaven...” which is largely understood to be the same God (Origin, Alpha and Omega) from the 
Genesis Scriptures (cf. Revelation 1:8.) (Huzzah, Wiccans! Witch art in Heaven!) (God Porn!) 


A fascinating translation of an original Greek text renders the traditional opening phrase as “The 
Father of the God of the Earth,” referring to the Creator of the Master Image of all physical reality. 
Authority over a// Creation first requires authority over one’s own flesh, free from debt or promise 
to others. The Father of the God of the Earth indicates all spiritual energy has its own father. If 
stars were as fathers and gods were as sons, then Life would certainly be scattered throughout 
the Universe, yet not all fathers have sons, nor do all sons become fathers; not all stars support 
human or carbon-based lifeforms. Perhaps Egyptian sun worship was Christianity’s required 
evolutionary, prerequisite truth? In South Africa’s Mponeng Gold Mine, 2’4 miles below the 
surface of the Earth, “extreme life” has been found in water trickling from rocks billions of years 
old, as hair-sized worms writhe in the inner planet’s utter darkness. (Oh, Mulder...!) 


“Our Father” expands Authority's scope from “My Father” to “Our Father” (Political porn.) 


Where B=O and # 0 


Monotheists believe “One God” is exactly that, regardless of depiction or subsequent mythology. 
Bear with me here: Origin on a Cartesian graph of {0,0} is still a singular point that exists even 
though the meaning may equal 0 (“meaning = no meaning.”) Euclid defined a point as “that 
which has no part.” If you’d like to have some fun exploring this, think of yourself as being in the 
exact center of God’s Own circle, where the origin of the radius (r=the distance from the center 
of the circle to the outer edge) = 0. When the origin, radius, diameter, and circumference all 
equal 0, a “not 1” micro-black hole escapes one’s mind. Technically speaking, for a circle to 
exist it must have an extant radius of r greater than 0, “r>0.” Now see yourself in the center of a 
large wheel, or a ring of gold, or simply within your own waistline. Try to find that point within 
yourself where the Origin of any length r>0 =0, like the center spindle holding the minute hand of 
a clock. Do you still see yourself? Do you feel you’re diving headfirst into ever deepening water? 
No matter where you envision yourself within Origin, there’s always a finer point wthin that point 
of Origin. (How many angels can dance on the head of a pin?) “Seek, and you shall find that 
which has no part” within yourself (Origin. Some call it “Muladhara” ({eTUTI) the root chakra. 


35 


Wait... Youre still here? Where did you come from? That which exists is also Origin! 


That which has a part recognizes and encompasses that which has no part. (Hello, Euclid! | 
see your point!) A physical point is both a location and an idea. Imagine yourself standing on the 
exact geographic North Pole (90° N Latitude, where the figurative radius of the Earth’s axis r=0.) 
Are you standing on two feet? Ok, let’s reduce that to a smaller point by standing on one foot. 
Need a smaller point? Step aside and put your finger on that point, or use the point of a sewing 
pin. To be “on point” one needs an idea (“that which has no part,” upon which ©» angels are 
dancing) and a part (the physical atom’s tip of the needle.) When one reduces the point beyond 
the subatomic particle, what’s the point? Do subatomic particles represent anything one is 
reasonably expected to deal with on a daily basis? After a roughly 48 years’ search, the Higgs 
boson conformed to the idea. So did the particle conform to the idea, or did the idea conform to 
the particle? Per the concept that reality conforms to thought, the particle conformed to the idea, 
which begs the question: What wil they dream up next? How many billions of dollars were 
spent trying to recognize one tiny spark from smashing atoms together? Let’s create a ‘What's 
Next?” particle, and declare it responsible for everything else from now on. (Hello, President 
Donald Trump! Kick and keep all those seditious criminals out of the USA! And dam up the Rio 
Grande into the Lago Grande while youre at it!) FYI, “r never = zero when One is present.” 


Fe ° ke . KF. fo * 
ws 
Really? “Nothing” “is”...??? Nothing is “not,” you idjit! Nothing is not finite, nor infinite! 


Charles Sanders Peirce suggested that the work of theorizing nature has no end point, that 
thought and science has no ending; there cannot be a “final opinion.” Myriad rednecks have 
repeatedly disproved this theory, with the classic phrase, “Hey Bubba! Hold my beer and watch 
this! —as their final opinions mark their final words. 


There’s an obvious switch involved regarding perspective: When “Now” is viewed longitudinally, 
itis always “Now.” Cross-sectionally, “Now” is always gone, as in “was” or “will be.” One must 
learn to distinguish whether one is acting and thinking within life, or outside of it, from death. This 
is Now; Now was then, then it’s this. (Stop playing wth your food!) It’s as if one is either viewing 


a situation from the “is” (1) perspective, or “is not” (0) perspective. Both are valid. 


Within the Eternal Now, thought is infinite. As "reality conforms to thought,” infinite reality 
conforms to infinite thought. (Who turned on the light?!?) 0;*> (World wthout end, Amen!) 


Semantic dissection (one of my favorite hobbies) leads to ironing out negatives: “One cannot 
prove a negative” becomes “One may only prove that which exists.” “One [1] is always, infinitely 
labsolutely| positive” thus proves oneself (|:°-1|=|%1].) In order to discover truth (1) one must 
avoid false (0) which we first learn in kindergarten or grade 1, “1-1=0,” which involves negatives. 
"There are no negative truths" becomes "Truth is always positive." As destruction is truly 
destructive and loss creates space, still, they positively occur. Allloss is gain. Philippians 3:7-8 
hints at this yet gets a shade lost in translation (what does one expect from Tarsus, anyway ?) 
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So we may slightly edit C.S. Peirce: “The work of thought always has one more step: if thought 
is infinite, the work of thought is also infinite, therefore the business of doing science is infinite; a 
‘final opinion’ only exists for finite individuals with finite minds.” (A woman's work is never done.) 


Once upon a time, a high school band geek custom ordered his Josten’s 14K gold senior ring w/ 
fireray ruby birthstone, which arrived in the Spring of his junior year (a facsimile shown here:) 


As yet unknown to women, he considered his new 
ring a status symbol of his first significant step into 
manhood. It not only sparkled, it projected a magical 
galaxy of dancing, ruby-laser starlights on the nearest 
objects whenever sunbeams struck its stone. Barely 
acquainted with his royal signet, he augmented his 
relationship with Annie, as if he ever stood a chance 
against her magnetism, by promising to let her wear it 
when they next met. She took charge over it the end 
of her freshman year, all that summer, and into the Fall of her Sophomore year, the galaxy of 
ruby-diamond lasers catching the attention of everyone around her. Granted, she had to wrap 
the bottom of the shank with yarn to get it to fit and coat it with nail polish to secure the yarn, but 
wear it she did, all the while the dimwitted young man felt only the pain of distance and how badly 
he missed having his status symbol, not even remotely realizing its overall value to the quality of 
their long distance relationship. To him, it represented something of “his” that was “absent.” 
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But there are other status symbols in high school, depending upon one’s perspective, and the 
thing he was secretly proudest of was his membership in the elite squadron known as “Pep 
Band,” where select band nerds played spirited tunes that rocked the entire student body in the 
gymnasium for Pep Rallies before football games in the fall and during basketball games the rest 
of the year. | may not have had the charisma to star as 1st chair trumpet in wind ensemble, but 
on the marching field, in Pep and Jazz Band, | was king. Tallest trumpet, loudest volume, it was 
just me and my silver, Bach Strad (serial #56347) playing for the sheer pleasure of making a 
joyful noise unto the Lord. | can’t begin to tell you how many times | played “The Star Spangled 
Banner” or “To the Colors” or “Taps”, solo or echo at times (shout out to Alan!) but | suppose 
one could possibly count the Pep Band rallies of my senior year. One time in particular— 


A dark haired, sexy, Italian-looking nymph in the crowd caught me wondering why | hadn’t noticed 
her before, ever. | may’ve been celibate, but | was keenly aware of all the hotter gals spreading 
their moist, intoxicating pheromones up and down the hallways. So who was this little chicky? 
And who was her dogfaced, freckled, strawberry-blonde sidekick leading the pair in my direction 
as the assembly was disbursing after the rally? | couldn’t help but notice how the dirty blonde 
looked, well, dirty, but she was friendly, smiling, had nice— comportment— and | figured, hey, if | 
can talk to her, maybe I'll get a chance to talk with the fresh, pretty, hotness in her wake. 
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Toning down an X-rated teen love story to where it’s suitable for the general public, suffice it to 
say, the hot-trigger Italian babe was actually the one wanting to meet me, and her dingy, ginger 
cohort was merely breaking the ice on her behalf. More to the point, the Italian, “Danica,” started 
asking about— “The Ring” (cue dramatic music, Duhn-duhn-DUHNNN!) | explained (honestly) 
that Annie had it in Pulaski, and that we’d been going steady as pen pals for the better part of 2 
years now, even though Annie was pure, virgin Catholic, and Danica, well wasnt— and thanks 
to her, Ino longer was, either. So now I’m stuck between a virgin and a sweet spot, having to get 
the ring back from Annie without letting her know why, exactly. (Stupid male, women know these 
things, regardless of their moral character or core sensitivity!) 


Taking a cue from Zinsser (delete as much as text as possible) Annie returned the ring with a 
sense of deep sorrow at our next regional band meeting (either MTSU’s Contest of Champions, 
or an MTSBOA contest.) | told her | just wanted it back because | never got to experience it for 
myself. Deep down, Annie knew better. That wasn’t the rea/ reason. (This is why she stood me 
up for her assistant track coach at her graduation two years later.) Danica promptly left town for 
Apopka, Florida, with her mom, step-dad, assorted siblings and the ring following her high school 
freshman (my senior) year. Like a dog that’s finally tasted red meat, | “enjoyed the company” of 
her (sloppier) ginger pal, so when Danica unexpectedly returned briefly the next year, things did 
not go so well. She eventually mailed my ring back via USPS, and it stayed on my finger until— 
| was wearing it my college junior year, after surviving a serious dry spell for over two years, 
when | chanced upon a short, chubby, cute, buxom, bouncing babe one hot, August night, 
walking down the sidewalk along the inner courtyard side of MTSU’s Todd Library. 


“Petunia” was a warm soul, a good person in her own right, but MAN was she ever blessed with 
a large set of knockers! | was 6’2” at the time (I’ve shrunk an inch or two over the years) and she 
was lucky to be hitting 5’, if that much, and weighed nearly as much as | did. Never seen her 
before in my life. But on her billboard T-shirt was written an expression in Spanish (practically 
the only expression that | could read): “Besame: Yo hablo espanfol’— | read it aloud, translated 
it aloud, she smiled and acknowledged my translation, so | did: | just bent right on down over and 
smooched her a good one! Guess who followed me all around campus for the next few weeks? 
My dormitory roommate even drew a cartoon caricature of us, with me toting my reel-to-reel like 
a backpack; her looking like an anthropomorphized, female boar hog. (I'd been booted from my 
parents’ home at the start of the year and set up in a dorm room with a food card.) Complicating 
matters somewhat was the fact | took the flower from her that Annie had been reluctant to offer 
earlier. Tasting fresh wine after such a long drought, | was amenable to sticking with her as well. 


She Room 


Petunia introduced me to her plain-jane friend, Kippy. And yes, although I'm using aliases in this 
story, oddly enough, Petunia’s friend had the same name as another we’ve already mentioned. 
This Kippy (#2) was utterly homely. I’ve seen more curves on a stick of beef jerky. Her straight, 
short, blonde hair was barely nicer than Danica’s (dingier) sidekick, but Kippy-2 was definitely a 
friendly, soulful person. | halfway suspect she was envious of Petunia, but she never let on. 
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Petunia and | occasionally ate meals together at the “High Risk” cafeteria on campus, but the 
only person she trusted me around was Kippy-2. Somehow she sensed | wasn’t interested in a 
human mop-handle, so | figured Petunia simply didn’t have any friends. (Huh!!) 


A week or so later, Petunia must’ve decided we were solid enough as a mated pair that it was 
time for her to show me off to her other friends. “What other friends?” | asked. 


“Just some girlfriends | met here on campus,” she replied casually, almost as if saying, “l wanna 
test how capable you are at facing all the pure, raw pheromones I've been guarding you against.” 


A little background: “High Risk” Cafeteria is a ground floor establishment of Corlew Hall, aka 
“High Rise West,” one of two high-rise dormitories at MTSU, the other being “High Rise East,” 
aka “(Jim) Cummings Hall.” But don’t be fooled by its nickname: it’s traditionally the best eatery 
on campus (mostly because of all the hot females there for dinner, pun intended.) Both originally 
built as “the girls’ high-rise dorms” and (except for the cafeteria) twin buildings, they’re 7 stories 
tall each, the highest on campus. Aviation pilots (students?) routinely fly over them to catch the 
naked sunbathers on the roof. As a youth, I'd sometimes walk quietly down the halls with a pal of 
mine (the roof was always empty when we checked) riding the elevators midday, walking the 
long, straight halls, hoping to catch a co-ed or two with a door open “MALE ON THE FLOOR!” 
girls would yell, as we caught brief, dimly lit glimpses of them in slips, bras and panties, through 
open doorways slamming shut. Miraculously, we escaped unscathed and unapprehended! 


It had been roughly a decade since I'd last walked those familiar haunts, knowing the layout, yet 
anxious as Petunia signed me in (officially) to visit her friends in High Rise East. Somewhere on 
a higher floor (perhaps 5th?) Petunia led me further eastward (in defiance of Horace Greeley’s 
famous advice) away from the centrally located elevators, toward the far end where her friends 
dwelt. If you caught the hallway scene in the original theater screening of Poltergeist, you have 
an inkling of how | felt, like a neverending man-meat display at the annual Westminster Kennel 
Club dog show. (We didn’t have Chippendales in those years.) “MALE ON THE FLOOR!” she 
proudly bellowed (some things never change!) only this was visitation time, and the fillies were 
poking their heads out of their stalls to get a gander at who’s who is whose gander (or goose.) It 
felt eerily similar to inmates checking out new arrivals on the cell block. 


“OK,” Im praying to God, “let meet her buddies from the dog pound and get this over with.” 
Don’t get me wrong: | was raised “outcast” my entire life, always the butt of every joke from 2nd 
grade up through 12th, so even though | felt comfortable (back then) judging others, | knew it was 
always best to keep silent rather than to insult another's feelings, especially one’s self-image. 


Petunia arrives at the door, left hip against the jam, knocks, turns the handle, peeks inside to 
make sure all is OK, then lets me into the room after her. Introducing her other two friends, we 
find Kippy-2 (whom we’ve already met) standing beside Kippy-3 at the room’s end, barely 8’ 
away. Only this Kippy-3 is WOW! She’s a short, sexy, Italian, long black-haired beauty in a 
skimpy, black, French Maid outfit (trying out her Hallowe’en costume!) straight from the pages of 
Playboy Magazine, Satan’s Angel in the flesh to torment me. But even that couldn’t prepare me 
for— “And this,” directing my attention to yet another angel on my left, dressed in black, purple, 
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white and gold, sprawled out regally upon a bed upon her side like Cleopatra on her barge, 
floating down the Nile, “is | ].” 


Have you ever been in a multi-car collision, the kind where you're driving along, minding your own 
business, when some dipwad reprobate solidly T-bones your car from the right, barely surviving 
consciousness, only to get immediately T-boned on the left as well? That’s nowhere near how | 
felt when | saw [her] there, in that random dorm room in Cummings Hall. Wanna know the funny 
part? | had no recollection of ever having met [her] before in my life! All | could think of (but did 
not say aloud) was taking Petunia out into the hallway and telling her, “Baby, we’re through!” | 
seriously gave it some thought, so much that | fully envisioned us standing out in the hallway 
having that discussion. It took my last, remaining drop of willpower to stay calmly, quietly in that 
room with Petunia, acting as if | didn’t notice the goddess on the couch barely an arm’s length 
away from me. Her breathing alone nearly caused a spontaneous eruption. Something about “A 
gentleman leaves wth the one he showed up wth.” For the rest of that (thankfully) short visit, | 
don’t remember saying more than a word or two. | don’t remember anything we talked about. | 
can’t remember leaving, except for idle chit-chat walking down the hallway, Petunia saying 
something like, “We're joining them for lunch tomorrow at High Risk.” That caught my attention! 
Formless plans began silently taking shape, so as not to alarm Petunia or cause her any grief. | 
knew | had to stick with Petunia just long enough to learn more about [her]. No matter what, | 
had to get to know [her]. After that moment of unity with Origin, | vaguely recall doing the deed 
perhaps once or twice with Petunia, only to keep her from suspecting I'd already cut bait. 


The Universe ts Mine 


For as long as I've lived (???) I've been “Il am” inside of my body inside of my universe. 
#TheUniverselsMine! And yes, you can adopt this mantra for yourself: “lam” in my mind, in 
my body, in my universe, in my God (repeat as necessary until one achieves resonance.) 


0QF 20 =F 


My favorite concept of Origin states “nothing” existed— a total, complete void of anything at all, 
yet still an oxymoron (“nothing exists,” or “O=1’) from the start: “Nothing” cannot “exist,” 
because “existence” is something. Yet with a complete void, one also has an infinite void of 
possibilities, represented like this: »@P, thus because of nothing at all [+@] one ends up with oP 
(as in abc+b=ac) a universe of ~Possibilities. (“Infinite P” sounds funny when spoken aloud, so 
when talking to kids— or adolescent adults— just say “R” for “infinite possibilities” as the 
descending leg of the R graphically represents the ~ idea bound to P, as in “pR+@=R”.) 


Something (1) out of nothing (0) is the basic directional ideology of math and Judeo-Christianity 
(0<1) as expressed in Genesis 1:1 “In the beginning God created the Heaven and the Earth.” 
Scientists / astrophysicists understand this as the ever expanding Universe, yet their biggest 
issue regarding our future is the question of “the big rip” (Space-time spreads so thin it rips apart 
at subatomic levels) versus “the big crunch” (existence converges back to an infinite point of 
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singularity, aka the 1%‘ law of thermodynamics, where energy can neither be created nor 
destroyed) versus “the big freeze” (all matter achieves entropy, the 2"? law of thermodynamics.) 
As universal energy approaches entropy (@) we return to »@P (or @R) (Hakuna Matata!) 


The Universal Reset Bulton 


As “!’ see it, the 18' Law of Thermodynamics is in absolute contradiction with the 2": If all energy 
is conserved, entropy can never be achieved; if entropy is achieved, conservation has failed. Yet 
when everything comes from nothing (via pR+@=R) then the universe of infinite possibilities (R) 
simply re-spawns itself whenever nothing exists, because of nothing at all. “Nothing exists” 
(O=1) leads to Existence; Nothing leads to God. God is found, exists within, is born / emerges 
from the womb of Nothing. (Child-slaughtering, abortionist murderers must really hate God!) 


Nihilism, solipsism, metaphysical solipsism and every other “ism” you’d care to mention all 
contribute to the infinite number of points between which the shortest distance is 0. 


By now, you’ve probably realized my specialization is neither as a physics nor math major; ideas 
are raw, unrefined ore until a writer smelts up something a wordsmith hammers out, or some- 
thing a young Einstein harnesses into an equation that holds heavy water. Whereas space-time 
reality (light, matter, energy,) falls into a black hole and can’t escape (thought conforming to 
reality) it also emerges from a white hole and can’t get back in (reality conforming to emergent 
thought.) Whereas a black hole may become a galaxy’s central gravesite, a white hole is its 
birth, if not the universe’s itself. (Hello, Einstein! Hows the General family holding up?) 


You may ask, “What has physics to do with religion?” For starters, ideas expressed in physics 
can be reliably proven, up until the point they are disproven. Religious ideas remain unproven 
up until their truth (or lack thereof) is “seen” / revealed, meanwhile, they are carried forth by faith. 


Remember, “/deas are the Building Blocks of Reality"— Christianity forms an ideological white 
hole, just as Islam forms a mythical-yet-conceptual “sphere of annihilation.” If a black hole were 
actually capable of believing in Islam, it would cease to exist. In a normal, productive universe, 
we stand upon the outwardly ever-expanding balloon-shell-waves of space-time, facing whatever 
awaits, enjoying the thrills and spills of whatever love and life has to offer. In a flipped, inverted, 
perverted universe of paralytic fear, we cower inside the ever-deflating balloon-shell-waves of the 
space-time envelope of a collapsing universe, awaiting in terror the next collision of energy that is 
continuously focusing ever-denser, ever-closer into the fiery hell of the nuclear inferno centered 
directly before us. (Hey, Dante! Made any progress? Say “Hi” to Muhammad for me!) [Editor's 
note: Covid-19 is “pandemic” while proofing this for publication— thoughts conforming to fear.] 


LUNCH // 


The day after Petunia’s surprise reveal of “sleepy beauty on the bed,” lunchtime became more 
anxious for me than ever: ‘Tunia wanted to eat with “the gang,” Kippies 2 & 3 + [her] and a few 
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others. She and | got our trays and headed into the sea of random faces, eyes open. Kippy-2 
was the only one | knew well enough to visually hunt (with Kippy-3 partially remembered) while 
fervently praying [she] would be with them. K2 (the plain, blonde Swede-pole) was seated facing 
us, her back to the easternmost wall, almost in the southernmost corner. Three seats remained 
to the end-corner of the table, and [she] was seated in one (facing west.) Petunia sat on my left, 
across from K2 and K3 (the French Maid fantasy) landing me directly facing [her], slightly to my 
right. Attempting the most banal chit-chat, | asked what school [she] came from (Giles County) 
and what level was [she] now (freshman) and in what major? “Psychology.” 


Please understand, I’m barely 20 years old at this point in the story and feeling like a band dweeb 
stuck in high school. Never having had a “steady” diet of womanly paradise, very little actual 
experience, barely off a 2 year dry spell, and inwardly trembling with the greatest fear ever in my 
life, nonchalantly chatting with the Goddess of All Meaning. Surprisingly, [she] is also a fan of the 
Contest of Champions (aka CoC-Fest) as it had been something of a family outing prior to 
picking out MTSU. (Petunia was chatting away with her other friends. | barely noticed.) [She] 
told me [her] name (again) and for some inexplicable reason, it failed to stick (again!) 


That evening, in Petunia’s dorm room bed, | decided to mention “protection” for the first time. 
“What do you mean?” she asked coyly (see sense 2 in Google’s search dictionary results.) 
Fear! Dont lie: FEAR!! 


Casually, “Well, ya know, we've been going at it steady for a few weeks; you should be getting 
your period just about any day now.” 


Dismissively, “Oh, | never pay any attention to that.” 


Undeniable, unequivocal, irrevocable FEAR!!! | sensed she’d already missed it, and we were 
discussing it WAY too late to be of any succor. Writing about it nearly 4 decades later still sucks 
away at the inner core of my being, a permanent, open wound that will never completely heal. 


| decided that instant that sex with Petunia was history. | couldn't actively pursue [her], my 
goddess, while hypocritically messing around with ‘Tunia, actively chasing an “MRS” degree. I'm 
deeply sorrowful, Petunia, but sometimes flowers simply don’t grow where they were planted. 


Still, | had to back out of my relationship with Petunia s/owy, so as to ease the transition into [her] 
life without causing a Jerry Springer nightmare. (Wake new friends before making new enemies.) 


The next day, lunchtime again, ‘Tunia and | find our new friends seated this time with [her] back 
to the southernmost wall, midline in the seating area, where [she] can easily scan everyone filing 
out of the lunch queue, with a 180° view of the entire congregation (“Mona Lisa Sits at The Last 
Supper’.) It never occurred to me (then) it may have been intentional (exceptionally cunning) 
planning on [her] part, but as fate would have it, Petunia sat down on my left and | am again 
facing my beloved goddess over my plate of custom-made sandwiches and a glass of half & half 
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chocolate milk plus vitamin D (white) milk (it’s the only way to get it just right as the chocolate is 
always too thick by itself.) “What's your name again?” (This was years before | actually joined 
Mensa, when | scored in the 99th percentile/super-genius category.) Something about being 
around this particular woman was halting all blood flow to my brain. [She] tells me (again) 
possibly beginning to suspect | may have an attention deficit disorder, and | hang onto it for a 
moment, at least long enough to regain familiar territory: “Where did you go to high school?” 


“Giles County,” [she] says, as if it’s something [she] would rather forget than admit. 

“Giles County... Giiilzz Countyy,” | ponder, as a cog wheel slowly grinds into place. “Isn’t that—” 
“Pulaski,” [she] replies, flatly. An infinitesimal match stick lights up inside my infinitesimal brain. 
“Pulaski! Yes!” Another cog wheel actually creaks forward! “—And you're a freshman?” 

“Yes.” 


My mathematical mind finally begins to activate after the mechanic attaches jumper cables: /m 
a junior in college, [she] is 2 years younger, a freshman, which means [she] graduated just this 
past Spring, XXX1. Who can I mention from Pulaski to add some depth to this mindless 
conversation? Gears begin to mesh briefly, if only for an instant: Annie Bertinelli... (no relation to 
Valerie. Annie went off to college in Alabama but also graduated in XXX1, and Pulaski is a small 
town compared to the ‘Boro. MTSU’s enrollment was roughly Pulaski’s total population x1.5 !) 
Getting these few factors to line up (Pulaski/Giles County, my-[her]-Annie’s class) felt like trying 
to focus a misaligned pair of binoculars. My brain was NOT cooperating! Hell, man! Whatve 
you got to lose by just coming right out and asking her! 


Carefully, | ventured out from my shell, “Do you know anyone named— Annie Bertinelli?” 


| could’ve sworn [her] heart stopped a beat. Raising [her] hand quickly, covering [her] mouth, 
[she] gasped a voiceless “Oh!” like she’d just won the lottery, or discovered the butler did her in 
the library with his candlestick. Acutely aware of Petunia still seated at my left, | raised my right 
index finger to my lips to signal a silent “Shh!” to [her] so as not to disturb Ms. Chunky Body. 


( Deys, ( Millennia, | Headbeals 


From the book of the same name, the story of Genesis says God made the world (which at that 
time of scribing meant the entire universe) in 6 days and rested on the 7th. Modern science, with 
its fabulous carbon-14 dating techniques and astronomical calculations, tells us the universe is 
around 13.x billion years old, and that our solar system (the Sun, Earth, Moon, and associated 
planets) are around 4.x billion years old. Human recorded history is only around 7 thousand 
years of cave paintings and stone tools, with fossilized humanoid remains pushing 200K years. 
Clearly, a species as sophisticated as the human being did not evolve overnight. Or did it? 


43 


Atheist scientists refute “God” as “unproven,” suggesting there’s no proof the universe was 
made in 7 (actually 6) days, while Creationists explain fossils as simply created in the image / 
appearance of historical events. Who's to say we’re not going to be created 7 heartbeats from 
now? We only think we're in the present? An omnipotent God can create time forwards and 
backwards, simultaneously. Creation is an infinite, ongoing process every moment: The 
universe is created Now, Now, Now, every moment, Now. 


Right. So where did [she] come from? And dont just tell me “Giles County, Pulaski,” even if it is 
God's Own Heaven on Earth. (“Internal jihad” is nothing compared to preparation for marriage!) 


For the record, every time [she] appears, time rewrites itself forward as well as backward. R! 


[She] is my resonance of Heaven and Earth, Mind and Body. | comprehend my existence within 
the Infinite, Eternal Now as One within Origin (as One with [her]). If 'm a point which has no 
part, [she] = my exact counterpoint, the Universe to me. (Hey, EBB!) 


Ad Hominem 


Sorry, but I've got to point out one of my favorite pet peeves: Anytime one says to another, “You 
<verb>” (present tense, assertion) one poses as puppet master over an object, forming an ad 
hominem (false) statement, as in “You obey me!” “You're an idiot” is an idiot’s attempt to foster 
one’s own lies upon a universal truth, such as “lam.” Dualism always equals false ideology. 


One may spot the root of Islamic ideological failure as one encompasses “he who discovers his 
own Self discovers God:” “Submission of self’ to Allah is what prevents the devout Muslim from 
ever understanding “god.” Recursive submission of one’s entire self eventually submits one’s 
(+) self to one’s (-) self, ad absurdum ad infinitum, one’s lower self to “Allah,” an external entity in 
Islamic ideology. Eventually, the self itself is submitted to “Allah” as the individual ceases to 
exist. One ends up with a programmed-for-death, robotic humanoid totally devoid of any living 
thought of life. Bye-bye jihadist, bye-bye Muslim, bye-bye “infidel,” bye-bye world, and “say 
‘Goodbye’ to all of this— and ‘Hello’— to oblivion.” (“Hello, Oblivion! Howre the wife and kids ?”) 


Interpreting Jesus at a literal level, how does one expect to become a father, lest one first be a 
son? And how does one expect to be a son, lest one first be a father? The “father” is the 
“master template.” Sons become fathers. Fathers siring sons is actually the process of fathers 
siring future fathers. If one claims to have no father, one is a liar. Jesus touched upon this unity 
of Father and Son in John 14:11, where He says: “... |am in the Father, and the Father in Me—” 
This concept utterly reverses when applied to the “mother” as an infinite state of being, lest 
anyone should ever be born, period: all time and matter would knit itself into the largest black 
hole of black holes of the universe, forever locked up within the womb. (Hello, Oedipus! What's 
it like to be Muhammad's role model?) (Cf. “Lexx” S2 Ep20.) 


Unity is not limited to just Father / Son, but to All Creator / Creation. It's a matter of function: the 
female function is to knit chaos into order then birth Order into chaos, while the male function is 
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to focus chaos and order into unity, spawning diversity. The orgasmic moment of unity between 
male and female travels as the “spark of life” from father to son, generation to generation, as Life 
Everlasting, Amen. The female’s ovum represents the attraction of gravity as the male sperm 
represents the power of flight. Life occurs as both flight and gravity combine successfully as a 
unified center, creating a new timeline. Birth occurs as light overcomes darkness. ANY of one 
side without the other cancels the very existence of yin-yang (the balance of life.) 


Gene’s gene built a machine. 

John’s john made it run. 

Bart's tart caused a fart 

And blew the whole machine apart. (That one’s for you, DeeJer.) 


Practicing self-haters denying their genetic truth are hopeless unless they learn self-love instead. 


Matthew 22:41-45, a favorite Gospel passage, explores Unity further: 41 While the Pharisees 
were gathered together, Jesus asked them, 42 Saying, “What think ye of Christ? Whose Son is 
He?” They say unto Him, “The Son of David.” 43 He saith unto them, “How then doth David in 
Spirit call Him ‘Lord,’ saying, 44 ‘The LORD said unto my Lord, “Sit Thou on My right hand, till | 
make Thine enemies Thy footstool”?’ 45 If David then call Him Lord, how is He His Son?” 


In the Gospel narratives, no one bothers ask Jesus any further questions. One answer to His 
question is that one’s son is different from one’s father, yet we all have the same Universal 
Father, and are One in the Father, even His Son (Unity includes division.) |am as fully a Son of 
God as was my Own Father, and His Father before Him, all the way back to when God said, 
“And let there be Light.” In one of my earliest dreams during this timeline, | saw myself in a 
former timeline as a young pilgrim boy of the Mayflower era, with black hat, buckled shoes, the 
works, holding a blunderbuss taller than my own body, my father pointing out the turkey in the 
trees for my first hunt. In another dream, I've met my son in a future timeline, out having a suited 
spacewalk, connected by an umbilical to the capsule. My own timeline’s been a cyclical journey 
from order to chaos and back again. A son may exceed his own father (cf. Alexander the 
Great.) Baptism symbolizes and resonates with the Son’s acceptance of the Holy Spirit, the 
ideology of the Living Breath of God. Reality conforms to thought. As to actually being a father 
(a good father) that’s always a work in progress. (Hello, Jesus! Hows It hangin’ ?) 


Addressing the Astral realm momentarily, a few out there may be familiar with “the astral cord,” a 
sense of “stretch” bridging a present and future self, convening within a lucid dream. The cord is 
felt stretching as one goes forward to meet one’s future self, and may notably be sensed during 
the “snap back” into one’s present-self. The “stretch” is felt much less as one’s future-present- 
self harkens back to one’s past-present-self. | fully believe one may meet beyond simple past 
and future selves of only one lifetime. One can easily meet another self across lifespans, or 
even alternate dimensions (although all such encounters are largely for informational purposes 
only, typically at times of significant road-fork picking / character forming / decision making.) 


There’s a theoretical (actual!) unbroken line of God from the Creation of the Universe all the way 
to its end, the “Omega male,” or universal reset. Think of God the Father, Adam, Seth... 
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Moses... Abraham... Jacob... David... Jesus... and certainly Myself (Yourself....) Continue the 
line forward to the last human in the Universe. (Note that Ishmael’s descendants, allegedly 
including Muhammad, are not descendants of David, and not even legitimate descendants of 
Abraham, but rather Abe’s bastard offspring, assuming Ishmael’s concubine mother wasn't lying 
about Abraham being the father in the first place— she was, after all, a concubine. Countless 
Muslims have tried “stealing” God’s blessing / inheritance by claiming relation to Isaac, Jacob, 
David and Jesus. They're distant, illegitimate half-cousins at best via Ishmael being Isaac’s 
alleged, bastard half-brother from an unwed mother, but direct, legitimate descendancy, no. The 
entire Arab-Israeli conflict is one huge conflict over God’s inheritance.) Following an unbroken 
line of the (legitimate) Y Chromosome of God from the beginning of time leads to the “unbroken 
circle in the sky.” If Jesus never had any biological sons, consider how the unbroken line from 
Alpha male to Omega male has to bridge the gap, like an outreached arm to catch a person’s 
wrist, Christ's ascension. And for all eternity, the only moment ever to have existed, that exists, 
or will exist, is the Eternal Now. Perhaps less considered, but equally true, is the unbroken line 
of the X chromosome from the Alpha daughter to her daughter, echoing the Mother’s Birth of all 
Creation, forever preserving “the Circle in the Sky.” Now are you beginning to see “the Light?” 


Boflism— Gelta Wrasle the Baby! 


Speaking of birth and baptism, water plays a significant, symbolic role in all this religious— stuff. 
Birth of Creation: first element: hydrogen (Greek: “born of water.”) Form a sufficiently large star 
from it; when that star collapses and goes nova, heavier elements are produced. Our sun will 
only produce elements up to lithium when it dies, if it’s lucky. One may not be able to judge a 
book by its cover, but one can judge a star’s nucleogenesis output content by its color. All the 
heavier elements in our solar system came from older, exploded stars spreading their elemental 
seed throughout the universe. Our sun was born of an extremely wealthy family! He inherited all 
the gold, silver, platinum and radioactive elements in our solar system from his grandfathers. 
Earth occasionally accrues interest from intergalactic deposits, courtesy of passing cometary 
debris and meteorites, but that’s mostly just pocket change: nickel and dime stuff. 


Combined with oxygen, hydrogen yields water. What surrounds babies in the womb? What is it 
all humans are born out of? Water (amniotic fluid.) What are we mostly made of? 78%—60% 
water (the percentage lowers as one ages.) What did Noah overcome to preserve life on Earth? 
Floodwater. What did Moses part, leading the Hebrews out of Egypt’s grasp, across the dry land 
of the Red Sea? Water. (OK, “Seawater’— let’s not go splitting hairs here....) What was Jesus 
baptized with? Water. What did Jesus change into wine? Water. What did Jesus walk on 
when he needed to get to the boat? Water. What did Jesus calm when all about Him were 
panicked? Water. What flowed from His side when His right lung was pierced by the soldier’s 
spear? Blood and water. What is the absolute most essential component for life on earth? 
Water (some bacteria are known to thrive without oxygen.) What can just as surely kill a man as 
give him life? Water. What is it that all life on Earth either lives above or below, but never 
directly at? The sea level of water. (Insects that skitter across the surface tension of water tend 
not to breed in choppy water.) 
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“So what of the role of women?” No human child has yet to be or ever was born that was never 
first a female’s egg. Extremely rare, documented cases of parthenogenesis plus technological, 
scientific parenting (test tube babies, etc.) notwithstanding, the Christian belief that Jesus is a 
miracle birth certainly opens a doorway to imagination. Even the mythical Adam and Eve were 
formed of Mother Earth’s “egg.” Respect your mother (and father!) A sign of coming apocalypse 
may well be that human somatic (body) cells have been transformed into a “sex cell precursor” 
(cf. Science 19 Oct 2018: Vol. 362, Issue 6412, pp. 356-360 DOI: 10.1126/science.aat1674.) If 
continued, a new, sterile, human mule may result. (/slam would rape itself out of existence.) 


That's the ol’ “45” Commandment, eh? Trust Catholics to create a unique numbering system. 
(! know, there are various “styles” of citing extant works, but I’ve never been a fashion slave. 
Online search algorithms will eventually spawn an entirely new style of citation.) 


Water aside, | find the existence of existence to be the greatest miracle, ever! The universe 
simply should not exist, yet where did Existence / Origin come from? (Enough, Mr. Bradshaw) 


“God” = Change = “Origin.” Existence supersedes bigoted, hypocritical, supremacist ideologies. 
(Perhaps we all came from merry-go-rounds? “In the beginning was a carousel....”) 


Dune Exclusion Principle 


How is Christianity’s divine exclusion principle (“all other religions are false”) any different from 
Islam's intolerant racism? 


Christianity doesn’t actually have a “divine exclusion principle’— that’s a “false concept.” John 
14:6 quotes Jesus saying ...“| am the way, the truth, and the life: no man cometh unto the Father, 
but by Me.” In a nutshell, this states “My DNA is uniquely My Own as yours is uniquely your own, 
so there!” Pick an idea, any idea: How long can you hold it? You can agree or disagree with 
me. However, my ideas are mine, as my dad is mine. Any who claim to be one with my father 
must surely be one with me, yet my siblings are not Me. Christianity focuses on Love, rendering 
moot the nature of “truth” or “false” of different ideologies. Christians don’t claim others to be 
false: that would require judgement, which would sow division rather than unity (just forget what 
Paul wrote in 1 Corinthians 2:15; Jesus tells us to “Judge not” in Matthew 7:1.) Christians focus 
on the Love of God the Father as expressed through His Son, Jesus Christ. Neither hypocrisy, 
bigotry, racism, nor supremacy represent “truth.” Solum Dei Amor: Love = truth, hatred = false. 


Failed atheists fail to deny God's existence. 
Failed Jews fail to curse their enemies. 
Failed Muslims fail to kill their enemies. 

Failed Christians fail to love their enemies. 
Successful atheists deny their own existence. 
Successful Jews bless only those who bless them. 
Successful Muslims kill their enemies. 
Successful Christians love their enemies. 


AT 


Hin, a Buuin, Hin, a Buin, Hin, a Buin Onur! 


The next few days consisted of my seeking [her] out in the lunchroom even (especially!) without 
Petunia’s presence. My personal association with Petunia dropped off so rapidly, stock market 
plunges pale in comparison. | found out which dorm [she] was staying in (High Risk) and the 
rest was simple deduction: MTSU in those days had a quaint, small, US Post Office at Keathley 
University Center (KUC) on the bottom floor. At the front window was a computer printout of 
every student by last name, first name, social security number, dorm building and phone number 
(only the last 4 digits were required, as all campus numbers began 615-898-#####.) Later, | was 
personally responsible for alerting the University’s attention to the enforcement of Federal regula- 
tions regarding student social security numbers. (Public searches are no longer available.) 


Casual phone calls turned into marathon sessions, peacefully enjoying each other’s sometimes 
presence-in-silence, tethered by the landlines’ handsets’ coiled cords. Peace grew into courage; 
once, during a walk & talk leaving the cafeteria, | mustered up the nerve to invite [her] to come 
see my very personalized dorm room (having no roommate at the time) where | created a 
double-stacked mattress, closeting an unused bed frame, opening floorspace, adding kerosene 
lamps and lantern, a 4’-long blacklight and psychedelic art posters. It was super cozy (in my 
Opinion) and if you’ve ever loved the nostalgic scent of burning kerosene lamps in a 
UV-enhanced room, well— any dorm prohibitions of open, flame-burning lamps were not applied. 


The guys’ dorms | inhabited had outside entrances running along a solid porch-balcony, much 
like hotel rooms. | was on the 2nd floor, benefitting in the winter from heat below as well as heat 
above, plus the corner location meant sharing the commons (restroom/showers) area with only 
one other room on the opposite side. All the other central commons areas serviced two rooms 
per side (4 rooms, 8 people) with a genuine, locker-room-jock atmosphere. Mine was private 
enough that one could slip in a female guest with minimal guarding for restroom breaks, and we 
weren't about to rat on one another. That would’ve caused immediate hostilities. 


[She] and | were approaching the NW corner of the building when [her] curiosity began to 
transform into hesitation. My testosterone was evaporating with every slowing step. [She] was 
wearing a classy, calf-length, tan raincoat and carrying [her] wrapped up, two-tone umbrella as 
we reached the corner pillar. [Her] beauty was mind-stopping. As [she] turned back, somehow | 
accidentally touched the umbrella in such a way that the J-hooked handle snapped off from the 
base of the shaft. | was holding the shaft, [she] the handle, with a surprised, hurt look on [her] 
face, and pure horror on my own at the grievous sin I'd just committed against my goddess. ‘“l 
am so sorry!” | immediately groveled like a whipped puppy. That snapped umbrella shaft might 
as well have been my manhood for all the shame and humiliation | felt. [She] was silent at first 
(for the most part) which was perhaps the worst punishment | could’ve received. Then [she] 
expressed her concern that it was (or had been) a nice umbrella, and yes, [she] was somewhat 
fond of it. | promised [her] then and there that if [she] would allow me to take it home to fix, I'd 
have it back to [her] before semester's end, good-as-new. High school / college exams or 
general assignments due may seem burdensome, but this simple repair job was like Death’s 
millstone around my neck. | had to fix it, but how? Sure, | could take a wind-up clock apart and 
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rebuild it without a diagram. Sure, | could write a binary sort computer algorithm off the top of my 
head, beating the teacher’s assignment’s CPU clock time. But how to fix broken wood? Glue 
wasn't sufficient. (Tried, failed, NEXT?!) Epoxy bonding agents cost money, of which | had 
none. Dad’s collection of nuts, bolts, nails and general odds and ends were it. Circumcising the 
jagged end of the shaft where it snapped exactly above the handle’s J-structure led me to sand it 
clean, then scrape out the handle’s core to reinsert the shaft (roughly %”-1” diameter) creating a 
perfect fit. (Sometimes size matters.) 


Weeks went by; [she] asked if it was time to get a new umbrella. “I’m still working on it— | 
haven’t given up— yet. Gimme a few more days on it.” Panic began to set in. 


Iwas nearly beaten when it just appeared: a double-threaded bolt with tapered points at opposite 
ends, like a loom shuttle. Perfect!! | used pliers to screw it into the shaft, remove it, screw it 
into the handle, remove it, fill both holes with wood glue, screw ‘em together, and hang by a rope 
from a ceiling fixture until it dried overnight, the handle now appearing perfectly joined with the 
umbrella shaft, just like new, never broken. (Sure, it sounds easy now...!) When | presented it 
to [her] | explained: “This took a bit of work: | don’t want to bore you with details, but you can 
carry it by the handle, but only when carrying it.” (| demonstrated by supporting the hanging J 
point elegantly on my fingertip.) “But when using it,” (fully opening it) “hold it by the shaft just 
above the handle.” (Another quick demonstration.) The subtext of showing [her] how to handle 
my shaft-work was completely lost (on me) at the time. Whether [she] caught it or not? 


Meet My Best Fiend, Slum.” 


No plan ever survives first contact with the enemy— or a romantic interest, especially if [she] is 
a goddess in human form, an avatar incarnate. Feeling diminished at having broken [her] um- 
brella, | was still intent on leading [her] further along the sidewalk, to the far stairwell leading up to 
my 2nd floor dorm room. | was nervously debating walking [her] up the closer stairwell, 
bypassing the route in front of Harry Fluke’s door on the ground floor, but [her] increasing 
hesitancy led me to seek external, random stimuli, and Harry was one hell of an external source 
of random stimuli. 


Harry and | first met years before at a seemingly innocuous mid-state & all-state band tryout 
being held at McGavock High School at the start of my junior year in ‘X7, where | managed to 
secure a position in the 1st Tennessee Mid-State Band as well as All-State Band, comprised of 
the best of all three sections of the state— West, Middle, and East Tennessee. Band students 
from all over the midstate were gathered in McGavock’s auditorium, warming up and practicing 
random bits and pieces, but mostly the more difficult parts specifically being auditioning for 
placement. Yes, | was a shy nerd in my own school, but elsewhere, | actually possessed an 
ego, and enjoyed every chance to turn it loose. Rather than sit in the darkened auditorium seats, 
| was with a few of the more outgoing kids up on stage (clarinets, flutes, assorted brass) under 
the lights, letting go with some of my favorite trumpet pieces, like Leroy Anderson’s Bugler's 
Holiday, Toccata and Fugue in D minor by good ol Johann Sebastian, and the opening of 
Tchaikovsky’s Symphony No. 4 in F minor, Opus 36: Finale: Allegro con Fuoco, which was an 
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absolute nightmare of valve positions for a so-so trumpeter, only slightly easier than Rimsky- 
Korsakov’s Flight of the Bumblebee (played on a tuba) or Arban’s Carnival of Venice whilst 
seriously intoxicated (and yes, I’ve encountered musicians who've played such pieces.) 


| was doing a fairly decent job of filling the theater (with my ego) when out from the darkened 
shadows rings a challenging trumpet, one | could tell was from a slightly more professional set 
of lips, worthy of an All-State chair, depending upon whether or not he choked during the tryouts. 
He’d play a difficult passage, and I'd play something back, each time upping the difficulty level to 
see which of us was the top trumpet of the two in the tavern. | was running out of licks when he 
cut loose with the Bumblebee, doing an excellent job of it to boot! As he finished, an actual hush 
fell as every ear seemed anxious to hear how I'd respond to his challenge— Can you beat that? 


Unofficial wagers flew around at 50-50 odds, but | had centerstage as well as the light. Enough 
of this shit, end him!!' Taking a dramatic pause to compose, | took the trumpeter’s classic 
stance, deep breath, and calmly questioned him with the opening phrase from "Guitar Boogie" 
Smith’s Dueling Banjos, better known from the movie Deliverance: “G-G GAB C D C B—?” 


In the silent pause that followed, he didn’t answer, then the place erupted in wild laughter. 


Leaving that moment with a shred of dignity, | sat down amongst a circle of flutes, clarinets and 
their associated flag clique buddies, making light chatter of what just happened. The only other 
male in the group had a wig full of dark, neck-to-shoulder length hair, a tad heavyset with beefy 
mustache, giving him an El Gallo look crossed with Don Juan plus a dash of Irish Don Quixote. 
He’d been holding a rooster’s court with these fair hens when | sat down and began ripping loose 
with increasingly bawdy and raunchy jokes that would make a seasoned trucker blush. With 
each joke, the girls became more— magnetized, until | found myself beyond my virgin depth; | 
bowed out and found a seat among the darker rows, practicing my scales and challenge music. 


rd completely forgotten about all this until around two years later, when | ran into Harry sitting in 
his red, Porsche 917 Laser kit car, in the Saunders Fine Arts parking lot at MTSU, listening to 
The Rocky Horror Picture Show soundtrack on a car audio system that could’ve won a JD 
Powers award. The flashy car plus the unbelievable music quality lured me in to enquire further, 
whereupon | learned he was a trumpet in the Band of Blue (as was |) and thus began a mutual 
friendship. He had a flashy car (I had a bicycle) but at least | knew my way around the college 
and the town, and he recognized an asset when he saw one. His much cleaner haircut and a 
few extra pounds obfuscated our past meeting, but he later put the pieces together, reminding 
me of my X-rated jokes with the girls he’d previously written off as all Bible thumpers. 


His car faced the very spot where a Giles County school bus had been parked years before, 


which led to my meeting the clarinet player who later introduced me to Annie, who introduced me 
to [her] the night of June 4th, XXX1. 
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Miypooriles Hales Bigor + Racists + Islamuybobes 


(ahs “erab,”) 


Those lacking the capacity to understand another’s history, idea(s) or actions may hypocritically 
scream “hate speech!” or “bigot!” or “racist” or “Islamophobe!” All such liberal, libotomized “dog 
whistles” are just downright /slamic. (Bigotry = Intolerance of opposing ideas.) 


Islam’s ideological intolerance of (fictional supremacy over) all non-Muslims, “infidels, 
kafirs” (including opposing factions wthin Islam) is the dictionary-definition of “bigotry.” 
Every devout Muslim, intolerant of the non-Muslim (see above) is a bigot. (Sound like 
any libotomized Antifa member opposing free speech you may ve encountered?) 

Every human intolerant of pure Islam (or any religion) is a bigot. One may vehemently 
disagree, but intolerance is bigotry (rather, “Love thine enemies”!) Moderate Muslims’ 
intolerance of pure Islam is hypocrisy. (Ignorance is no excuse, yet seems prerequisite. ) 
Every devout Muslim supporting pure, Islamic jihad (externalized violence against or 
subversion of another person, animal, property or legal system— societal hatred) 
supports Sharia Supremacy, the ideological / physical genocide of all free non-Muslims. 


Basically, any message opposing any other message’s envelope = duality. This litany is by no 
means complete. True Muslims (aka “radicals”) hold as halal (divinely permitted) the following: 


Pedophilia (perform any search on Muhammad and his six year old wife, Aisha.) 
Necrophilia (many references in Islamic texts including Muhammad with his dead aunt in 
her grave, plus no prohibition of it in the Qur'an, but if pedophilia is “halal,” then— ) 
Bigotry (Quran 2:65, 5:59-60, 7:166, et al.) 

Rape (misogyny in general) (Qur’an 4:34, 2:223, et al.) 

Bestiality is not forbidden (haram) therefore permitted (halal, as in necrophilia.) 
Beheading / immolation / murder (including “honor” killings, Qur'an 47:4 et al.) 

Slavery (human trafficking, incest, often in conjunction with pedophilia— know of any 
unexplained, missing children in your area?) (Qur'an 4:3, 4:24, 33:50, 58:3 et al.) 

Jihad (many forms, but most often, fire and rape jihad in Europe) and worst of all: 

Female genital mutilation (FGM, typically performed without anaesthetic.) 


Note: this is not hypocrisy, hate speech, intolerance, bigotry, nor Islamophobia— it’s all simple 
“fact,” easily found in online Islamic sites. Any screaming meemee liberals who object to truth 
need only search these facts online if they truly care to understand what's up. 


True Muslims won't fight for any nation except the Islamic State. (Consider Muhammad 
Ali, converted to Islam, not a true “conscientious objector,” he cowardly refused to defend 
or fight on behalf of the United States of America on “religious” grounds.) 

Islam denies the right to exist of any nation, kingdom or government outside the Islamic 
State, including the United States of America, Israel, the U.K., and all non-Islamic nation 
states (namely the established, productive nations of Earth.) Every Islamic nation gives 
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Israel so much hell for the same reason Kaepernick and other hypocrites bend the knee 

(refuse to stand) for the National Anthem. Next time you’re where the Anthem is played, 

look around at the Muslims sitting on their collective, seditious asses. Fact, not hate. 

One thing about Kaepernick: a man is only as sane as the woman (..41') he’s— “mating.” 
e Antifa = communism disguised as anarchy disguised as fascism. 


In its simplest translation, the Shahada says: “there is no god but allah and muhammad is his 
prophet.” (Capitalization deliberately lowered to simplify into “lowest common denominator.”) 
“Modern translations” represent examples of “tagiyya,” which is the halal (“divinely sanctioned”) 
deception of non-Muslims. Islam requires deception in order to spread, thus it’s nothing more 
than the spreading of deception. Debate with an educated (or trained) Muslim will inevitably 
encounter, “That’s not what ‘tagiyya’ means!” But that’s simply more taqiyya. Be ready for it. 


Reading the Shahad in sequence, we see: 


“there (1) is (=) no god (0)” (expressed previously as “1=0”.) 
“but” = an intersection— everything that precedes the word “but” represents a separate 
element from what follows (not unlike a scissor-death beheading from crossed swords.) 

e “allah and muhammad” is referred to in Sharia (Islamic law) as “shirk”— the association 
or partnership of anything or anyone whatsoever with allah, and also the total rejection of 
allah, considered “one of the gravest sins in Islam.” One is not allowed union with nor 
rejection of allah in any way, much like describing an object approaching the event 
horizon of a black hole: infinitely stuck at the point where light and spacetime are 
simultaneously stopped dead and twisted into oblivion. In modern vernacular, partnership 
with allah may also be viewed as having a split personality, cognitive dissonance, or 
demonic possession: two (or more) identities expressed in one human form (allah and 
muhammad) in Muhammad's single body (demonic possession, shirk itself!) 

e “is his prophet” represents a possessed (submissive, enslaved) spokesperson. 


Put it all together and we clearly see the Islamic Creed, the Shahada, reads as follows: 


“Death Demons Blasjheme. ° 


The Shahada, the Islamic Creed, Islam itself = blasphemy. No “Islamophobia” or judgment 
here— merely evaluating what it is (“is not.”) 


Blasphemy is to speak against (mock or ridicule) God, thus, every Muslim who believes in and 
professes the Shahada actively professes op-position to God / Creation / 1 / existence. The only 
opposition to that which exists (1) is that which does not exist (0) thus, Islam is the ideology of 
1=0, earning it the nickname “The false religion,” and Muhammad as “The false prophet,” 
because the ultimate, end goal of Islam = 0 (actually falling into, then denying the black hole’s 
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existence.) Several times the Bible predicts Islam as “the abomination of desolation,” thus: “The 
abomination of desolation blasphemes.” 


God = Existence; Allah = anti-existence: Death to gays, Jews, polytheists (aka Christians) 
atheists, harlots, kafirs— anyone not paying the jizyva— True: Islam has one god: hypocrisy 
(=duality=death.) 


For a sample of what blasphemy actually feels like, have a close friend agree to an experiment: 
Tell each other a simple truth, such as your own name, then call each other liars (wth 
conviction) to your face. “You lie!’ Then scream at each other “You don’t exist” for three 
minutes. Feels kinda stupid, yes? That’s what Islam is saying every time someone professes 
the Shahada, “There is no god...” and yet we’re supposed to carry on as if they’re actually 
enlightened? Hollywood celebs, paid millions to professionally lie to people on screen for their 
livelinood, begin to believe they’re actually intelligent regarding foreign and domestic policy. I’m 
sorry, but going through life with a libotomy just doesn’t work for me. No, don’t fight over this, but 
take the time to discuss how “You lie! You don’t exist!” makes you feel; post your experiment 
on YouTube and Fascist Book, then go get a beer (or four) and later volunteer for animal control 
community service, cleaning cages. Be creative. (Hello, JI—DON’T FLASH ME—!) *PFLFF!* © 


In the context of “submission,” the Muslim is to believe that one’s own will as well as the will of 
the entire world is to be absolutely sublimated / submissive to the will of allah, that everyone on 
Earth proclaim the Shahada (which condones and promotes the absolute genocide of the 
non-Muslim.) Islamic submission unto “There is no god” may be represented as “1<0” which is, 
again, mathematically, logically, false ideology. Run along now Muhammy, do as yo’mama say! 


Virtalions on a Theme... 


..for advanced semantics: please note: ANY modification or change of the actual Shahada is 
NOT Islam: it's something other than Islam, which would be “false Islam,” which would contain 
truth. Keeping that in mind, consider the variations Muhammad could have spun, such as: 


“God is God” 


“And” 
“All who love are prophets.” 


“Sod is Sed and Al Whe Love ave Pagel,” 


This phrase contains the greatest amount of truth with the fewest (if any) restrictions. It may be 
reduced even further to “Love speaks.” Comparing this to the blaspheming demons’ Shahada, 
one clearly sees how Islam annihilates whereas Christianity procreates. 
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Using “no” and “but,” Muhammad’s ideology spreads division (“but”) and obliteration (“no.”) 
Instead of telling your kids “DON'T play in the street!” (resolving to the last positive command, 
“play in the street!”) tell them instead to “Play in the yard or come inside!” See the difference? 


Interestingly, the strongest master debater in Islam typically ends up as an Imam, Ayatollah, or 
Caliph (the emptiest of life / reason.) Comparing the Western symbol of “Satan, which deceiveth 
the whole world” (Revelation 12:9) to “Allah the best of deceivers” (Qur’an 3:54 and Qur’an 8:30) 
creates a continuum scale of one’s demonic possession: the better one’s ability to deceive, the 
closer one is to “knowing” allah, becoming Grand Caliph, Muhammad's descendent descendant. 


Judaism’s Talmud and Torah are fascinating: Whereas the Torah is the written recording of the 
oral recitation of the Word of God, the Talmud represents the recorded oral discussions of 
rabbinic interpretation of the written Word of God. If you had as much trouble reading that as | 
had writing it, you have my empathy :-) | won't dwell too much on Judaism here, because its 
ideology is clearly divisive with respect to “enemies”: “Bless those who bless you; curse those 
who curse you.” This leads us to Jews loving Jewish-loving Christians on one hand as Jew- 
cursing Muslims are cursed by Muslim-cursing Jews on the other (if Muslims /eft Islam, they’d 
likely intermarry Semites and Gentiles.) Yes, there are hypocrites (Nazis, white supremacists, 
The Westboro Church, etc.) who call themselves “Christian” yet they may hate and/or persecute 
Jews and others: Failed Christians fail to love their enemies (Matthew 5:44.) Failed Jews fail to 
curse their enemies (Genesis 12:3.) Failed Muslims fail to kill their enemies (Qur’an 9:5.) 


Believers in the Anti-Christ (the Office of the Papacy) and his false prophet (the Grand Caliph) 
closely follow the power struggle both in Eurabia, the Americas, and especially the Middle East. 
Key issues to watch for are the Middle East Peace Agreement, the sharing of the Temple Mount, 
and the reconstruction of the Jewish Temple upon it. See /rvin Baxter Jr. for more details. | only 
offer one correction for Irvin’s theories: if all beasts in prophecy refer to nations as Irvin 
advocates, then the serpent is not Satan: it’s China. (Hello, Irvin! Are we there yet?) 


well ws. Exclusive! 


As God is Our Father, are we not all brothers? On the other hand, that makes every female on 
the planet one’s sister (excluding one’s mother, wife or daughter) and the world suddenly unfolds 
from what was previously a maddeningly weird twist. It becomes immediately clear that there is 
only one woman in existence who qualifies to be my wife, the Eve of my Adam, ([her.]) | know 
[she] is my “other half’ / “soulmate” / “Unified Self’ / “counterpoint” because, whenever [her] eyes 
meet mine directly, | see in [her] pupils a flash of light like some kind of supernatural, spiritual 
beacon of beckoning. No other woman’s eyes exhibit this phenomenon of spiritual identity. (OK, 
so that’s a subjective phenomenon. Regardless, my heart echoes the sentiment, and my mind 
records the events.) All other women are merely “sisters.” One may detect a minor spark in the 
eye of another on an extremely rare event, but only when you are with your True Self will [her] 
pupils flash as if on queue, like a Westcott Strobelite kit. All of you heterosexual, successful, 
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happily married men may know exactly what I'm talking about. The rest of you carnal bastards 
don’t have a clue (but that’s OK: it gives you a seek target.) When calling for “unity,” one invites 
ignorance as well as enlightenment, “evil” with “good.” Is that really wanted? It might help to 
include a filter with that request, eh? 


The path leading to heterosexual, spiritually sanctified marriage is also the path leading out of 
self-hatred. It takes time for some to master, possibly even lifetimes. | can only tell how far I've 
come; not how far | have to go. Knowing [she] exists, yet somehow our lives took unexpected, 
alternative, divergent paths of learning that we have yet to conclude, is enough to drive one crazy 
enough to tackle the Universe, Existence, non-existence, God, Jesus, Satan and Islam all at 
once. (Breathe!) The shortest distance between any ~ # of truths = a lie??? (Hello, LeighI— Do 
you have any idea how much | love you?) 


Only by loving himself and others would Satan ever glean divinity. If Satan were to become evil 
incarnate, he would fear Islam: a successful Muslim, following Islamic ideology, would find a 
way to extort, enslave, torture, rape and eventually kill him. A failed Christian fails to love one’s 
enemies; a failed Muslim fails to kill one’s enemies. Failed Jews fail to curse enemies; failed 
atheists fail to deny their own existence. 


Epic struggles between (put your favorite oppositional forces here, “Us vs. Them”) score points 
daily as dark-web and fake-news stories control feeble-minded, lost souls who fail to understand 
the importance of independent thought, who fear the challenging freedom of enlightenment. If 
one were to start naming and numbering those fitting that description, a nearly endless list would 
read “haters.” Luther was on the right path, stating we're all both saints and sinners. Signs of 
external, Islamic warfare (Muslim jihad) are clearly visible in the pre-Apocalypse: Tune into any 
free World News outlet for the latest fatwas, bombings, knife attacks, school shootings, intifadas 
or vehicular assaults on individuals and crowds of people. (Warning: continuing changes in EU 
law may mute, restrict, prevent, silence, or outright outlaw access to these sources.) Islamic, 
formulaic jihad literally dissolves thought from the existence of reality.* Opposers of jihad 
typically die, thus, 700+ million jihad victims in India remain unheard from. The more people sub- 
mit to the cognitive dissonance of false, Islamic ideology, the worse it gets. Just as enough 
people in a tug of war can rip the arm off of a human holding a rope too tightly, likewise, enough 
empty minds in one religion can suck reason and logic right out of the living (nuclear weapons 
will suck life right off the planet!) The press calls this “becoming radicalized,” but it’s due to the 





*Earlier today, prior to editing this page for print, a Muslim began arguing online that jihad only has one meaning, 
and he was the person who could explain it (| laughed.) He went on to “explain” that jihad combat was fighting for 
only god-related reasons. Somehow he entirely chose to NOT recognize (or was unable?) the first comments, 
“Struggle against struggle is struggle. Anti-jihad is jihad.” The only solution is to love thine enemies. Did he 
follow, accept or reject the idea? Unknown. Islamic “reason” may flow only in— never out (that would express love.) 
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brain-vacuum effect of submission to Islam. The closer one gets to its event horizon, the greater 
the chances of getting sucked into the death cult of Islam. The time of the Beast draws nigh. 


Llp Iiun Fellire 


[Her] umbrella shaft had just snapped at the handle. The tug of war to lure [her] left, up the 
stairwell leading to my second floor room, felt simply too great an effort, courtesy of the umbrella 
shaft. Two doors straight ahead on the left on the ground floor was Harry’s dorm room door. 
Sensing the need of drawing [her] even a few steps closer to my room (via the stairwell at the 
distant end of the walkway) | couldn’t see the harm of breaking up the tension a bit more by 
introducing [her] to an actual friend of mine. OK, so | only had two friends back then, but still, it 
was an opportunity to socialize with “my gal,” showing [her] off to “my bud.” (You have no idea 
how difficult this is to re-live, even if only in text. Can't | just die— like now???) 


<KNOCK! KNOCK! KNOCK!> “Hey Harry!” | opened the unlocked door and peered inside. 
Harry sat along the room’s darker, east wall, opposite the lighter windows by the westward door. 


“What’s up, -man?” (Harry was one of few words, using my last name like a club.) 


“My girlfriend and | were going up to see my room when she got cold feet and | can’t get her to 
budge another inch. | figured meeting you might help break up the ice a bit.” (Tagging [her] as 
my “girlfriend” was a move supposed to cleverly keep him away, but apparently it only made [her] 
more of a challenge to him, and may’ve possibly added to [her] growing resistance towards me.) 
His eyes narrowed like ogrish orphan Oliver gazing at a juicy, sizzling steak dinner. Snake-man! 


“Woman, get your ass in here!” 


[Her] rapid compliance stunned me into shocked silence— for a moment. | found myself 
following [her] following him, not believing what I'd just witnessed with my own eyes. We chatted 
a bit, but eventually, he helped convince [her] that coming up to see my dorm room would be— a 
safe experience. What had just transpired, by comparison, definitely wasnt. (“/f only | hadnt....”) 


After we got there, | had the opportunity to show off my 4’ fluorescent black light with the shades 
drawn. Expecting typical chatter about the UV posters to give me a few avenues to evolve my 
conversation with [her], instead the first thing | hear as | step back from the UV lamp is Harry 
saying, “Wow Youve got freckles!” He was too close. | can see it now.... 


“Yeah, that was my nickname growing up in school.” [She] wasn’t happy divulging this. [She] 
spent most [her] school years growing up avoiding the sun’s rays because they darkened [her] 
sun-kisses, which explained why [her] skin was so alabaster white and silky smooth. 

“Looky there!” | insensitively remarked. Sure enough, the UV exposed them like secret writing on 


[her] soul. “You’ve got freckles!” If a manual on what NOT to say to a woman ever existed.... 
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One of the fun things with UV lights is that it makes pupils glow and the whites of eyes look 
different. It also obscures true iris color, so when | turned the lamp off and the regular lights back 
on (I was still too rabid to relax enough to light the lamps, and having Harry there was killing the 
mood anyways) | took a moment to catch [her] eye color close up. “You have green eyes,” | 
said, with a touch of awe. 


“It depends on what I'm wearing. Hazel is a closer color,” [she] said. | began to suspect pure 
compliments unsettled [her.] Personally, | couldn’t figure out how a woman as drop-dead 
gorgeous as [she] was could still be single. 


[She] looked at me for an instant so | could get a better view. 


“Your pupils just flashed—’ but the comment passed unnoticed as the conversation moved on to 
other things. A follow-up visit a night or two later finds [her] up in my room again (this time 
wthout Harry) but the mood was— different, more relaxed. We were learning finer details about 
each other, when | asked about [her] middle name. Instead of just telling me, [she] wrote it down 
on a piece of paper: First, Middle, Last (basically, [her] first autograph. Perhaps [she] somehow 
knew | would’ve otherwise forgotten it?) 

os ” | read aloud, using the Southern pronunciation of her middle name. [She] 
smiled, then | corrected myself: “No, * , emphasizing the Scottish brogue 
inherent in its spelling, “as in ‘eight.” 





“You got it right the first time. You're the first person to ever do that.” ([Her] turn to show awe.) 


| wasn't that skilled at taking compliments, either. “It reminds me of that horror scream queen, 
but it has more of a Scottish flavor.” 


“lwas named after her,” [she] explained. 


Just writing about this again after 37 years, and it’s still hard to take. Why would anyone tell their 
daughter [she] was named for a famous actress best known for being horrifically slaughtered 
less than 50 minutes into a major film? Some truths feel like bricks hurled against my forehead. 


As a pretext to get closer, | wanted to go over the earlier freckles and hazel eyes scenario, but 
my style was still basically “cloistered monk.” [Her] pupils flashed again as our eyes met once 
more, yet still, the uniqueness was lost upon my consciousness. There truly is validity in 
referring to youth as thick-skulled and dull-witted. | was undoubtedly the movement's poster boy. 


The dorm visit ended without further incident. | walked [her] back to [her] dorm and saw [her] to 
the elevator. Every— possible— moment— together. Thursday night visitation was coming up 
and | couldn’t think beyond anything other than “You’ve seen mine— when do | get to see yours?” 


Apparently [she] had an older guy back in Pulaski (somewhere in his mid-to-late 30s) “Porno 
Stick.” Not exactly a couple, today’s teens would call it a steady booty call or perhaps a regular 
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“hook up.” Id call it “Statutory Rape” based on the history of his predation. Regardless, the 
thought of them together made my stomach churn and my blood boil. Unfortunately, the ran- 
dom, incessant beatings from my father throughout the years had formed a shell around me that 
suppressed my anger. Rage (as well as jealousy) was something | considered toxic to life, and 
was therefore unable to cope, other than to keep calm and remain focused on my objective: 
visitation on Thursday evening. [She] and | were on a steady basis of telephone contact, and | 
figured | had time and persistence on my side, if not the “nome court” advantage of being with 
[her] (without him!) for the better part of 5 days each week. 


In those days, every phone had a cord, which meant one was typically sitting or lying in bed while 
talking. Allowing more calmer, peaceful discussions, our afternoon phone telethons touched 
upon those sensitive subjects of exploration interested teens stereotypically crave more than 
chocolate: first times, various, variant, deviant deviations and the like. [She] spoke of a jock-type 
football player who used an extra-large, unlubricated rubber, and was not in the least gentle or 
understanding of [her] virgin condition. One might easily consider it “date rape” in the #MeToo 
generation, except | gathered from [her] narrative [she] was intentionally exploring [her] feminine 
biology as to how it interacts with the male, so there’s at least some degree of reasonable doubt 
involved, certainly reasonable curiosity. Back in our “dark ages,” even “No means NO!” was still 
a distant meme. The old-school principles of chivalry and decency still could be found— on rare 
occasion. As a somewhat distant, 3rd party observer after the fact, all | can honestly say about 
learning [her] story was that my empathy pain-scale was off the charts; even today | find myself 
wondering why a female would, after such traumatic experience, ever seek another encounter? 
Are women gluttons for punishment? Is the sex drive that overpowering? Or do women possess 
the infinite optimism that surely, things can only get better? | can almost understand Biblical 
Eve’s sense of feeling impervious to the consequences of eating from the Tree of Knowledge: 
“That’s Life, Snake-Man.” [— A non-Biblical interpretation of Genesis 3:6.] 


One “deviation” we discussed involved a longtime, personal friend from [her] neighborhood, 
“Rwanda.” As [she] was telling me the story, [she] casually interjected, “You remember 
Rwanda: you met her at my graduation.” Please note: this was not a question so much as a 
direct command. Rwanda was a petite, vivacious, outgoing young thing whose skin contrasted 
rather sharply with the white dresses worn that night of Pulaski’s graduation ceremony of the 
Class of XXX1; the first person [she] introduced me to right after Annie walked away. Women 
view men in almost exactly the same way fishing buddies take note when a fellow angler has 
landed a big one: they display, gawk and marvel. | almost didn’t even notice Rwanda. It wasn’t 
a racial issue so much as the fact that | was completely and utterly under [her] spell. Sure, 
Rwanda was a sexy, hot little firecracker, but she could’ve been standing there naked and I'd 
have paid her possibly even less attention. 


What may not immediately be understood is the nature of dreams: In a dream, you can find 
yourself walking along a country road, seeing a ditch off to the left that’s become a rapid, swollen 
stream. Knowing it’s a “shortcut” to your destination, you find yourself flowing downstream only 
to find yourself in a box car, traveling at a slower rate, observing the train cars on the parallel line 
beside yours, then discover yourself flying high above the train tracks, noting where they’re 
coming from and going to, only to find yourself holding a wood chisel in one hand at the base of a 
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snake’s skull, using a mallet-like object in the other to deliver the final blow as you awaken before 
the strike begins. Stirring awake, you think, “That was interesting,” then go about your morning 
routine of shit, shower, and shave (as necessary) with barely a single thought as to what ties all 
those elements together. All you’re aware of is that you’ve had a dream; if you’re lucky, you 
remember the chisel, although you may have forgotten precisely what the other object was, or 
feeling sorry for wanting to kill the snake, and you sure as HELL don’t remember what you were 
thinking before you were walking along that country road in the first place! 


So when [she] said, “...remember Rwanda...” | did— for that moment— then the moment was 
gone. There was absolutely zero continuity in my mind between MTSBOA, Annie, Pulaski, 
Graduation, nada. All | consciously remembered of [her] began from Petunia’s introduction in the 
High Rise East dorm room, and even that had faded. | found myself wondering for a moment, 
How did [she] know | was at the graduation? For a split second, | linked “graduation” with “Annie” 
and “Pulaski,” but only as three separately understood items. | failed to link the point back to 
myself and our very first meeting. Only the moment exists around [her.] The phone call 
regarding Rwanda ended as | asked an extremely rude question in an uncharacteristic manner 
(that shall NOT be repeated publicly) that completely derailed the train in the prior example. If 
ever a manual on how NOT to treat a woman was written— (Wait! There’s the Quran....) 


Liblewtls 


Tolerance! Intolerance! Bigotry! Inclusion! Diversity! Liberals unerringly pervert these concepts 
totally out of context: Intolerance by the intolerant is simply intolerable! A discerning mind is 
intolerant regarding inclusion of one’s well water with one’s septic tank. A seditious ideology 
directly opposing the U.S. Constitution is a crime, yet millions of Shari’a-following jihadists (plus 
fascist, Antifa, BLM communists) are plotting this moment to erase the national identity of the 
U.S.A., “the Great Shaitan,” as libtards cream over terrorist-import opportunities to bolster their 
weakening voter base. Militant (Antifa) opposition to a conservative speaker’s opinions cost a 
major university, “a symbol of tolerance and learning,” over $600,000 in one-time security 
measures. Guess they learned the hard way, eh? A comedian’s online gay jokes of a decade 
prior became bigotry in the first degree, further destabilizing liberal idolatry’s golden calf! Meta- 
phorically, a sailing ship tolerates a manageable amount of bilgewater; a critical leak is 
intolerable, and must be stemmed, lest the ship sink and all aboard perish. Likewise, a “flood” of 
illegal immigrants fills a nation’s “boat” with criminals, and the “Rule of Law” becomes utterly 
meaningless as the financial support net of legal citizens is robbed dry by socialist-driven, 
migrant leeches. How can a Nation of Law (a Republic) exist when its criminal population is 
overwhelmingly non-citizens? Legal immigration prevents the nation from sinking. Any social 
support services (other than deportation) extended to illegal immigrants is the equivalent of 
pouring every tax paying citizen’s social insurance support funds directly into the hands of 
criminals. (Hello, Mr. Capone! Crime is paying well these days! And still, socialism = bankrupt 
ideology. Hello, Evita! Venezuela embraces Argentina’s regrets.) 


Wishing to drink clear, sweet well water, one wishes for that water to be “exclusive” of any septic 
waste! Mismanaged tolerance and inclusion are /ethal. Libtards show extreme difficulty judging 
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the need for intolerance in lieu of tolerance. “Ooo! Let’s not risk hurting anyone’s feelings, 
especially the criminally minded!” “Urban Dictionary” uses “Libotomy” in the sentence: “I’m 
sorry, but trying to go through life with a libotomy just doesn’t work for me. He was libotomized 
immediately after joining Antifa, converted to Islam, and refused to stand for the national anthem 
from that moment forward.” Don’t get me wrong! Liberalism serves a very important function: if 
it were not for the capillary process of taking from the center, we’d all perish in one huge, 
sudden, blood clot. Liberals serve to “thin the herd” by drawing less intelligent beings away from 
the core, where less healthy sheep may be more easily butchered and harvested, the founding 
mechanism of civil war. Yet high population densities invariably acquire homeless, jobless 
liberals who vote to rob cities blind. Covid-19 = Trump Derangement Syndrome made manifest. 


The U.S. Constitution is intolerant of seditious ideology, and for a darned good reason! Seditious 
Shari'a (Islamic law) is intolerant (denies the existence) of any state except the Islamic State. A 
few bugs? No problem. A Biblical plague of swarming jihadist locusts? Intolerable! Islamic voting 
bloc established? Say “Goodbye Constitution— hello Shari'a!” Goodbye peace and tranquility, 
hello prayer calls blasting from minarets 5 times daily. You thought Catholic carillons at noon 
were bad? Just wait! Goodbye to the education of women, hello human trafficking of newborns 
for sex. Goodbye USDA, hello goat pleasure farms (Google “Islam and goats”.) Liberals form a 
weaker body than conservatives; they make the perfect patsy for infiltration by Islamic Sharia. 


(BREATHE!) 


But who, exactly, do we consider as “Good” and who is “Evil?” What, exactly, is “Good” and 
what is “Evil?” Which side of the fence are you on? In the food chain, it depends upon what side 
of the fork you’re on! Jesus plants the singular seed of the understanding of this idea when He 
declares: “There is none good but the Father” (God) because (paraphrased) “He causes the 
sun to shine [and] the rain to fall upon both the ‘good’ and the ‘evil’.” (Cf. Matthew 5:45 et al.) 


Remember, “The shortest distance between any two points is zero.” If one is one with the gun, 
it's not the gun that poses the threat: it is the mind holding the gun. Liberals aim for gun control 
with no concept of personal responsibility for the one holding it. Have you ever noticed whenever 
law enforcement officers shoot someone dead, the liberals never blame the gun? And they 
NEVER blame the criminal(s) actively breaking the law (such as George Floyd) in the first place! 
“Criminal hypocrisy” equals “liberal joy,” yet everything has its own place and purpose. Good 
and evil are exactly the same insofar as we can measure the purpose and direction of any 
action’s consequences. Short-term thinking is what causes long-term tragedy. Consider what 
an idea represents when allowed to repeat to infinity. For example, what happens when one’s 
nation— or the planet, for that matter— runs out of oil? Or overheats? One must learn to 
evaluate actions and embrace consequences. Slightly editing Jesus (for readability) from 
Matthew 15:11, “[It's not what goes into one’s mouth that defiles a man, but what comes out of 
one’s mouth that defiles a man.]” With considerable discipline, one comes to understand it’s 
what actually comes out of the heart that defiles (or illuminates) a person. Heart and mind, 
thoughts and actions must resonate true. Wanna stop gun violence? Ban the banning of 
inanimate objects to focus in on personal responsibility. (| know—I'm taking slight liberties with a 
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quotation taken from public domain, but when it’s taken from God's Domain, as we say in the 
South, “/t’s all good.”) 


Visilelion 


Provided my facts are straight, Thursday evening, October 15th, XXX1, was a date with multiple 
harmonics for as-then-unknown reasons, and if God is indeed kind to me, they will not all be dis- 
cussed in this book, but as God at times seems unfathomable, I'll use this time of “social dis- 
tancing” (Covid-19, the “DemPanic Pandemic’) to finish the final touches on its editing. 


Hounding and pursuing as gentlemanly as possible (by phone) for an audience with my goddess 
for evening visitation later in [her] dorm room (cf. synonyms for: sycophantic, obSequious, unc- 
tuous, ingratiating, fawning, servile, groveling, subservient— they're all pretty much applicable in 
this case) [her] reluctance was palpable, so | palpated until [she] consented (Matthew 7:7 !) 


Oh, Joy! | thought to myself, getting showered and shaved and primped and brushed as clean 
as | could possibly present myself in those days (I still had thick hair!) | just *might* get lucky! 


Oh joy... [she] most likely thought, perhaps dreading what could result in common date rape in 
those days, typically unreported. This was pre-internet, pre-social media, pre-smart phones— 
Access to dial-up acoustic modems at 300 baud (teletype speed) was high-tech! 


“Marriage before sex.” The idea had been hammering away at me for some years. My code of 
chivalry, it held right up until Annie derailed a hopeful hook-up and | became Danica’s thrall. Even 
so, fd experienced carnal ecstasy with only three gals, and every relationship tanked afterward. 
“Do NOT screw up this one!” Marriage had been on my mind the instant | laid eyes on [her] yet 
somehow our past continuously unraveled as far as my conscious recollection was concerned. 
Though my deepest mind was contemplating “marriage,” the only thought on my “little mind” was 
“Oh, BABY!” True love, true marriage, true commitment, the hardest lessons of all for a young, 
horny idiot to learn— why was | the one cursed to learn them? Why NOW? Why was [she] the 
one destined to evoke them? The warning persisted, “If you want to live ‘happily ever after’ with 
[her], remember: marriage BEFORE sex!” Who remembers every dream or passing thought? 


What was | thinking? Shit, shower, the finest shave one has ever shaved in one’s life! | spent at 
least 15 minutes trying to erase that nagging throat stubble, plus another 5 minutes stopping the 
blood flow. Years later, | caught a movie scene where Detective Murtaugh teaches his son the 
proper way to shave, “wth the grain,” and remembered having learned (and forgotten) that 
lesson years before. Years after that | was to eventually re-learn the same lesson again! We 
who forget history are doomed to repeat it until we finally graduate to the next level. 


Thick, brown hair, shampooed and dried, perfectly combed (Il used an actual COMB back then!) 
teeth brushed, gold, wire-framed glasses. Still, | had some shortcomings: No money, no car, no 
booze, no wallet, no condom! Never a great scout, | knew the 12 points of the law and the 
motto, yet failed to understand what it all meant: two— simple— words: “Be Prepared!” | was, 
however, a proven marksman on the rifle range: 49 out of 50 points with a .22 caliber rifle, one 
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target, 5 rounds. | won the right to light the council fire one year at the week’s closing ceremony 
at Camp Stahlman, shooting the white tipped head of a match suspended over a fuel bucket. (lf 
you've ever shared or prepared that rare honor, you know what’s up.) Just today, | was sad- 
dened to learn the organization formerly known as the Boy Scouts of America declared bank- 
ruptcy after allowing gay scout leaders and females to become scouts. Saves us all from a 
future world of potential hurt and lawsuits, sure, but sad. Potential lives of conservative- 
men-to-be forever altered. 


Arriving at [her] dorm’s lobby, | called from a lobby phone (in the pre-alphanumeric pager era!) to 
let [her] know | was waiting downstairs. The twin elevators’ doors cycled a few times as | waited 
on a padded lobby bench, heart pounding, waiting for my goddess to descend, ignoring the 
myriad, mindless sex-bots entering and leaving those magic portals. Finally, the doors opened 
as [she] walked out to retrieve me, lost puppy that | was. [She] was wearing honey-colored, 
corduroy jeans, casually spray-painted upon [her] luscious, lower torso, with a white, 
button-front, ladies’ % sleeve-length business shirt with perfect translucency, exposing just a 
shadow of naked skin tone beneath, and clearly hinting at the most necessary, 36-C cotton 
support armor, setting off her dark, flowing hair as [she] walked (flowed) finding me transfixed, 
breathless. For years, I've often considered who could possibly be [her] Hollywood double, but 
only Liv Tyler (as Arwen) ever came close. 


My whole life began to change with every step as we neared the guest registry. [She] signed in 
[her] name, my name, [her] room #, and the sign-in time, leaving the signout time blank (all men 
out by midnight was the law.) Going up in the (confining) car, | tried to avoid visually undressing 
[her], thinking it might spook or otherwise upset [her.] In hindsight, a tiny bit of ogling may have 
been appreciated. “These are the fastest elevators on campus,” | said. Your pupils just flashed! 
“7XX,” | mused. “That’s top floor, west end, and if I’m not mistaken, the nth room along the south 
wall.” | have NO idea how | knew that. Probably due to how mailboxes are numbered in relation 
to the city’s courthouse in the center of the town square. Or possibly because, for some reason, 
| previously paid more attention to room-number order as I'd walked the halls in High Rise East 
than | paid to Petunia, already a forgotten moment, a forgotten lifetime. 


“It's the nth room, actually,” [she] corrected. Apparently | was one door off. As [she] opened up, 
reality and fantasy dissolved into a concentrated cloud of enslaving pheromones ([her] scent.) 


Paocrastinale OY! 


Has it been days? Weeks? 38 
dreading the full disclosure of what 
room? The act of writing this part 
under my solar plexus chakra 
with every hour of every day as 
editing and compiling of this tome 
stuck in chapter 1. This part partly 
ion is good for the soul,” but as the 


YEARS? How long have | been 
happened that night in [her] bed- 
has been like carrying a giant rock 
(Manipura) that’s gained weight 
this event approached. While the 
began over a year ago, Im still 
explains why: They say “confess- 
thought is the same as the act, 
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there is no sin | have not committed against God, so isn’t one confession enough? (Not for 
Catholics.) We are to spill our darkest demons into the light so they evaporate in the sunshine of 
God’s love. OK. If you say so. Isn’t that placing “sin” on the same level as water’s evaporation 
cycle? All confessed sin evaporates as forgiveness and rains down on us as blessings, which 
lead us to live another day, commit sin in greater volume, generate more confession, yielding 
more evaporation, creating a spiritual rain of baptismal water, verily, the River Jordan. (Hey, 
Jesus, hows the water? Pax! “Go, and sin no more.”) 


We'd exited the elevator, taken a medium jaunt to the right (west) then a short hop (south) in a 
connecting corridor along the western wall, then a jog to the right in the southern wall’s corridor 
to her room’s door, just two doors from the southwesternmost corner. (Okay, | was off by one 
door, so kill me. Anyone reading this will forever be in doubt as to whether it was the 2nd or 3rd 
door from the end, which is OK, as a tiny dab of doubt is always healthy. Does it help to admit | 
originally wrote this with “west - east” completely bass ackwards, thinking | had it correct? “Go 
WEST young man— and wetuhn to my bedwoom tonight— ” said Baba Wawa, with a wink.) 


Corlew’s 7th story floor plan: 
====S=—= |= « Room #7XX near western juncture along the southernmost wall. 
E W |L. « Stairwells at opposite ends of the building. 
= Ng——!& « Elevators at mid hallway, northernmost wall. 


The westernmost stairwell has a unique roof-access hatch for sunbathers. 





As eager as | was to enter that door, I’m experiencing the exact opposite in revisiting it. It feels 
like walking into not just the valley, not just the shadow, but the onus of death itself. 


Picking up from the point where Martin Luther left off— “Here we go: God help us.” 
0 yd 0 yD 
Theve wee He sucly Shings as “Good ov Ev — 


Christ’s declarative, “There is none good but the Father...” resonates the understanding “good” 
and “evil” are nothing more than opinions held by others. True “good” serves all, regardless of 
which side of the fence one sits. True “evil” serves only itself, never gives, which is why it’s 
generally considered “more blessed to give than to receive.” (Note, this is not a direct quote of 
Christ, but rather a hearsay attribution. In Matthew 10:8, Jesus says: “...freely ye have received, 
freely give.”) If one has something to give, one is clearly blessed with abundance. If one has 
absolutely nothing to give, not even an ounce of joy or example to others, one lacks any mean- 
ingful existence other than as a parasite upon society. 


Not that there’s anything wrong with being a parasite. After all, where would we be without 
human embryos? Technically, human embryos are parasites, yet people in general fend to love 
the dickens out of ‘em (after delivery) while the extreme exterminators, liberal abortionists, seem 
to take great personal pride and privilege from killing them en masse in utero. One would think 
liberals would've culled themselves out of existence were it not for the fact that even amongst 
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breeding conservatives, half the people you know are below average, which offers us a new 
definition for liberals: “failed conservatives.” 


Liberal hypocrisy is glaringly seen as women claim “My body, my right to choose” (life for them- 
selves while choosing death for millions of babies, denying choice, body and life to the embryo.) 
How much longer, | wonder, will abortion be tolerated as more Muslims join the DNC against the 
GOP? Jihadists get an especially huge bang! out of kids at any age postpartum. If it can lie in 
a Stroller, or walk and pull a grenade pin (if it's a male) party on! (Wireless detonators cost 
more.) Muhammad made a career (and eventually an entire religious and legal system) out of 
being a parasite! (Hello, Muhammad! Howis the world’s greatest tapeworm today ?) 


Does this mean all that gives is good and all that consumes is evil? No: There’s no evil in con- 
suming our daily bread, and there’s no good in feeding an enemy poison (although there is a cer- 
tain level of irony in the agonizingly slow and painful murder of Muhammad by food poisoning.) 
The shortest distance between any infinite number of points (such as “good” and “evil’) is zero. 


Opinion-based comparisons (such as what you’re reading here) may contain false ideas (with 
absolutely no value to the reader) or may suggest purposeful guidance for direction which, if 
accepted, may contain actual value, achieving improved results. One comic opined, “Opinions 
are like assholes [everybody has one]; one’s own should be probed frequently— and vigorously.” 


“That’s a great idea! No, you should think that over more carefully. No, that would be a terrible 
mistake!” (Hello Zinsser! insser! nsser! sser! ser! er! r! ! Should! omit this?) (The 
re-writing on this puppy will continue until 'm— ?!) [— until it’s finished.] 


Not everyone agrees on everything: from the set of all opinions available, I'm logically both good 
and evil. The day | realized this truth, | found a tremendous sense of inner peace from the 
cessation of struggle. My “internal jinad” found peace. Thoughts of “sin and forgiveness” (not to 
mention “salvation”) all simply melted away. (/f a fatwa doesnt kill me, the Southern Baptists 
certainly might!) If one considers “God” as loving energy (unity) “sin” is the condition of being a- 
part from it (duality.) 


Greater effort involves greater action which yields greater consequences (bigger ripples); lesser 
effort yields lesser consequences. Face it: if your family tree does not fork, chances are neither 
do the lobes of your brain, your optic nerves, nor possibly even your fingers or toes. We all come 
from God, from the same Big Bang (hopefully from family trees that diverge more than 135°!) 


Infinite diversity within infinite Unity reflects how far we’ve come from that Bang— there’s an 
interesting concept! The Islamic practice of marriage to first cousins (including double cousins! ) 
over the last 1,400 years narrows the family tree branches of the average (cultural) Muslim ge- 
nome down to infinitesimal fractions of an arcsecond. Practically a straight line, it’s the electro- 
cardiogram of the dead. It is halal (permitted) under Shari'a for a Muslim male to rape his female 
slave, and his slave’s daughter, and her daughter ad infinitum. The son of a slave can convert to 
Islam, gain his freedom, buy his own mother as a slave from a different owner, and— (excuse 
me while | throw up.) Undiluted Islam absolutely devolves and eventually eradicates humanity. 
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Islamic bloodlines function only through rape jihad combined with hijrah (mass emigration of 
impoverished, parasitic followers of Muhammad, out of desolate homelands in religious hunger 
for world domination of actual civilization.) Why, they never seem to ask, do their homelands for- 
ever remain desolate cesspits of despair? Financial jihad plays a significant part when spiritually 
worthless immigrants totally deplete what was previously a nation’s socially secure reserves, 
forcing bankruptcy of non-lslamic states as the voting bloc ushers in Shari'a domination, 
exterminating any and all cultural advancement of the host nation. Islam annihilates— There is 
no such thing as good or evil, only actions and consequences, with purpose and direction, as 
reality conforms to thought (Islamic “thought” submits to reality.) Dear GOD, Let there be Light!! 


From the perspective of an open, childlike mind, this book is a fount of abundant, overflowing 
light mixed with horrific, mind-sucking darkness. In the limited, constrained and closed mind of a 
pharisaic Christian, actual comprehension of various quotes not only may be lost, but may actu- 
ally be cursed as downright demonic, no matter how ardently the contrary is argued. In the per- 
manent void of the false mind of an Islamic Imam, Ayatollah or Caliph, this book will no doubt be 
judged so anti-Islamic (pure monotheism is anathema to dualism) that a fatwa may be ordered 
against it. Of course, this will only lead to the amplification of the truth it contains, rather than its 
suppression, but that simply does not compute in the jaws of The False Prophet: the greater the 
amount of truth present, the greater the challenge to kill it (/et there be darkness.) Fortunately, 
the omnipotence, omnipresence, and omniscience of God tells us that God is both open and 
closed, present in both true and false. Let there be night and day. 


“Islam is so false—” the comic philosopher began— 

“Howfalse is it?’— the audience responded. 

“It's so false— that anything one says about it is false by association, including this statement!” 
Islam’s Death Penalty for Apostasy Explained: “It's fatal to understand the false ideology of Islam 
when one’s life depends upon one’s not understanding the false ideology of Islam!” In a nutshell, 
“The life of Islam is the death of reason.” Yet Unity includes duality (that which excludes unity.) 


Yet if hell actually froze over, Muslims all over the world might declare me their Grand Caliphate, 
and | could trigger Armageddon to get things warmed up again (Hal!!!) Islam’s focus is death 
(that which does not exist) rather than Life (that which exists.) Remember, Truth only exists by 
virtue of the “non-existence of False” by comparison. True and False together form Unity, but 
only one aspect is typically dominant at any given time. Where False dominates, submission 
becomes false, and dies. Existence ceases to exist. Where Truth dominates, existence 
increases in spite of false. Did that coin land as heads? Or tails? Or on edge? Or is there no 
coin? (Christianity loves both heads and tails; Islam enslaves then annihilates the coin.) 


— Only A-elions v Conseguences wil 
Kurpuse & Direction. 





As “good” and “evil” are merely the opinions of others, they aren’t tangible— what actually exists 
are actions and consequences, with some degree of purpose and direction thereto or lack there- 
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of. Let that sink in for a moment, until full comprehension maturates. Yes— | just stated an o- 
pinion (action) of what | understand is truth; the opinion itself is not as important as is the con- 
sequence, purpose, and direction of the action stating the opinion is truth. (Gimme a sec... 
yeah, that checks \) In the USA we simply call this “Freedom of Speech/Expression” (the First 
Amendment.) Mindless masses in the U.S.A. (and the world) often forget freedom of speech 
contains responsibility and consequence for what one expresses, and in many cases, speakers 
also exhibit inherent failure to understand exactly what is being expressed! The irony of “Black” 
Lives Matter protesting racism whilst simultaneously promoting it (seriously, how racist can ya 
get? ALL life matters) creates duality, what sets any group apart from unity: a pure indicator that 
the movement is based on Islamic principles of group superiority expressed as hypocrisy’s need 
to achieve racial dominance through submission of non-group ethnicities. 


I can already imagine street demonstrators changing all their protest signs to “NO ACTIONS 
WITHOUT CONSEQUENCES!” and also “NO PURPOSE WITHOUT DIRECTION!” Such 
demonstration would represent actual thought, thus balancing the mindless void of the Left. And 
yes, although I'm being sarcastic, odds are some mindless liberals (or possibly even some rare, 
mindful folk pretending to be radicals) will inevitably take up opposition’s cause. 


How one interprets ideas reflects one’s bias. As a fly caught in a spider’s web may experience 
chaos, terror, and death (or perhaps simply, “Oh, SHIT!”) a spider experiences order, peace, life, 
and the happiness of a full belly (or perhaps, simply, “Oh, JOY!”) The one time | ever actually felt 
joy and peace in my life was when | overcame my fear of being alone with [her] in [her] dorm 
room, reposing as One with [her] in [her] bed: Mind-blowing, life changing, honest-to-God- 
affirming Peace. (Hold on, I'm getting there....) 


“Gelling lo Ténouw You — . 


“You've got your own TV, cool!” | gushed. Having a large (color!) TV in a dorm room was a mark 
of distinction among typically poor and struggling college students. Each room was equipped 
with one phone (landline) and a light source, and a heating / cooling unit of some kind. No 
internet. [She] had transformed [her] room into academic beauty with a massive, warm, bright 
orange, UT Knoxville blanket, courtesy of [her] dad, who would’ve sent [her] to “Big Orange” 
(considered in those days a much higher quality university for the purpose of meeting wealthier 
students) had [her] parents not divorced less than two months ago. Along with the divorce and 
new Kippy-trophy-wife for Maximus came a complete axing of any frivolous budget items. Eve’s 
mystery boyfriend-blast-from-the-past was the pivot that moved [her] back into my life that night. 
Oddly, it also makes his existence my fault. (“If | weren’t here now....”) 


MOST freshmen females are “stuck” in the “virgin vaults,” the oldest dorms on campus, with 3 
stories (plus basements) with sparse visitation (Petunia’s class) yet [she] managed to score a 
7th floor dorm in the newest residence on campus, and with no roommate! Between the two of 
us, in a different lifetime, we might have spent the entire semester screwing like rabbits. © 


I stood before [her] room’s windows, looking out on the night view, seven stories up, with 
all the myriad street lights and windows lit in the distance, twinkling as stars in a galaxy 
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far, far away, yet still visible, nearly reachable if | only stretched out my hand— “Awesome! Come 
here and look at this view!” (What | really wanted was for [her] to stand next to me so | could 
wrap my arm around [her] waist and move on to kissing [her].) (Maybe [she] wanted me wth 
[her] on the bed?) 


“Im scared of heights,” [she] replied. Ever heard the stall warning klaxon on a 747 jumbo jet? 


“Wait— the most beautiful, freshman female in the world manages to luck out, get a 7th floor 
dorm in High Risk with NO roommate, and youre afraid of heights?” What were the odds...??? 
“Nice blanket,” | said, referencing the Big Orange UT bedspread [she] was sitting on, deftly 
switching to glider pilot mode. Perhaps [she] merely preferred the bed to the window...? 


“Yeah, my dad’s a BIG UT Knoxville fan. I'd have gone there instead of MTSU if...” (you already 
have the rest of that story. Guess who still did not have a clue as to our mutual origin?) 


She Mernalive Path of Learning ( My Bad. ") 


Have you ever made a “bad” decision? | don’t mean some little thing that just went wrong for a 
while and you had to work hard to fix it, like a broken umbrella handle— | mean, something 
monumentally stupid, something that was so heinous, it sent you to rot in hell for 38+ years (and 
counting!)? I did. | made a mistake so bad, | had to relabel my decision as “not a mistake,” but 
as “an alternative path of learning.” SURE, one can take the EASY road and just dive into 
commitment, work, love, marriage, family, career— but who wants a boring life? No, give me 
the life where | have to painfully and continuously suffer, living in anguish and doubt, calling into 
question my very sanity and every principle | thought | stood for! Surely, that is the life worth 
living, yes?? (Somebody shoot me!— Too late!) 


Caltuge Cheese 


| was still getting the feel of the room, moving around, angling for the runway, looking to make a 
pinpoint landing, so while | circled the field, | pitched a few more general background questions 
about [her] former romances, religion, how many kids she wanted— you know, /ight topics. 


[She] had a vague, Methodist background, nothing to debate God about, and was surprisingly 
open and honest regarding former lovers. [She] chuckled over [her] married, Indian lover back in 
Pulaski, who cheated on his wife simply because “Indira” was pregnant. Almost a deal-breaker, 
[she] explained how [she] recently had overcome a “yeast infection.” Not exactly what one thinks 
of as an STD, it’s a common female health issue just on general principle, but it can be spread 
to typically uncircumcised males during sex and even been known to spread back to a female as 
well. I'd never studied it before, but being the inquisitive nerd | was, | asked more about it until 
[she] handed me a trifold pamphlet from the health department with much greater detail. | gave it 
a cursory glance, more interested in [her] than government word-salad on the cause, cure, and 
prevention of a women’s health-related, unromantic topic. Gluten-free wasn’t yet a social thing. 
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Oh! For the record, I'm culturally not Canadian. I'm an “American gentile” (from ~3 days old.) 


“It has the consistency of cottage cheese,” [she] said. “I don’t have it anymore; | just got over it. 
— Just in case you happen to smell or notice something funny— down there,” [she] added. 


Now, | know there are some lovers of cottage cheese in this world, and such a remark wouldn't 
put your typical babe hound off the scent, possibly even leading some hounds to sniff things out 
even faster, but as a child, | always hated cottage cheese, like, with a passion. It was one of 
those texture revulsions, where the food doesn’t chew like meat, isn’t crunchy or soft like typical 
veggies, isn’t sweet like desert, and sure as hel/ doesn’t taste like any sliced Swiss, cheddar, or 
American cheese | was familiar with. Camembert or even Pont-I'Evéque seem more acceptable. 


No, cottage cheese was right up there on my “HATE list,” second only to the horror most 
shunned by children the world over, fried liver and onions, another yucky, dry offering from hell 
designed to torture young children at the dinner table because parents don’t have anything better 
to do with their time than to make their offspring suffer and gag for no reason whatsoever. |so 
despised cottage cheese, even today, | would gladly starve than eat it. (I learned to eat liver by 
holding my nose and chasing it with LOTS of milk, but thankfully, as an adult, | can avoid it also.) 
Did | tell [ner] any of this? Nooo... | was desperately trying to land and somehow save the mood. 


“What about children? I'd like to have a LOT of children,” | prompted. | come from a family of 7, 
with 2 parents who married young and stayed together until my dad died instantly in ’*X6. The 
youngest of 5 kids, | had 3 older sisters, and my brother, the oldest sibling, was 8 years older 
than me. By the time Dad finally got his wish (a second son, me) big bro was too busy to bother 
with his baby brother, still in diapers for roughly 3 more years. 


I's easy to mistake this tale as a sad-luck, misery-type origin story, growing up feeling like a 
leftover afterthought, while all the o/der kids were praised and | was merely tolerated because it 
was illegal to dump me. | remember once when | was around age 4, crying myself to sleep at 
night when Dad called me out of bed to talk to him on the couch, asking “Why are you crying?” 


“Nobody loves me!” | sobbed, curled into a fetal ball. It seemed true at that point. | couldn’t think 
of ONE family member who made me feel worthwhile. Of course, this was a personal problem 
of my own making and caused by my own misunderstanding of life, but back then, there were no 
kiddy shrinks to explain how the Universe is structured. Parents just figured that by sending their 
kids to school and taking them to Church on Sundays, we’d figure things out the same way they 
did. Looking back on this mini-tragedy, | now see it was a matter of a self-centered, thoughtless 
little beast who didn’t understand that love comes from within before it comes from without. “Do 
unto others as you’d have them do unto you” (Luke 6:31.) If not for the love of God and my 
parents, | wouldn't be here today. Solum Dei Amor. 


| was anxious to feel out [her] maternal instincts. The more a woman wants kids, the better the 
chances of getting into her pants. | held my breath, hoping she wanted LOTS of kids(!) | wanted 
to raise a happier, healthier family than the childhood | had growing up as a little, lost (last) child. 
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“Im not sure | can have kids,” [she] said quietly. 


My heart stopped for a beat. This sounded serious. “You're ‘not sure’?” |asked. “What’s wrong?” 
My empathy detector was pulling some serious G-forces as | was instantly concerned more 
deeply about another person than | had ever been (or may possibly ever be) in my entire life. 


The medical trappings of what [she] revealed cover a wide range of possible issues far too 
nebulous to nail down. Suffice it to say that when [she] was 4, [she] had [her] own horrendous 
issue to deal with, one that makes my youth look like poppycock in comparison. It was an issue 
possibly caused by parental neglect, personal curiosity, or child abuse by an authority figure. 
The salient feature of [her] revelation revealed a deep, physical, mental, psychological pain from 
childhood that didn’t actually jive (during later analysis) with the reported problem [she] shared. 
“The doctor said that because of how hard it was to clean out, I'm probably too messed up down 
there to ever be able to have children.” 


It still hurts me to think about this, let alone write about it, to this day. It’s why I've obscured [her] 
identity throughout the writing of this book. It’s a pivotal, defining, childhood moment for [her] and 
not wholly mine to share, but how [her] story affected (affects!) me is an essential part of who | 
am. It may’ve been [her] childhood trauma, but | felt as if / was the one who suffered through it. 


The Choice 


The downside is, if [she] had a medically worse issue than [she] related, then yes, [her] womb 
could be too scarred to have children. However, a D&C-like procedure isn’t typically performed 
on a 4-year-old girl. The upside is, if [she] only had what [she] said [she] had, then there’s a 
chance [she] wasn’t scarred at all, rather this was all one huge, simple misunderstanding 
between a physician and a 4-year-old patient. The dark side is, regardless of whether [her] 
womb is viable or not, potential mental and psychological scarring may have run so deeply as to 
have conditioned [her] mind, preventing [her] ever being able to have children. 


This unknown was my fear: | could stick with [her] despite the chance [she] may be physically 
or psychologically barren (and risk NEVER having a son) or | could take my chances of fathering 
a child in the world at large, chasing the possibility with a random woman, the end goal scenario 
of healing with the power of a child’s love. | knew love could work miracles, and if | could 
somehow share one wth [her], | could erase that painful fear-scar from [her] 4-year-old’s mind. 
(Hindsight: pure duality.) 


| know— It’s insane. It’s insanity incarnate. It’s so unbelievably certifiable, a total whacko would 
never consider it. All from an improperly formed concept of “love” (and too much fear.) But— it 
made perfect sense at the time (insanity always does.) Father a son with a random woman, 
bring him to [her] and let [her] experience my child’s love and joy, and thus encourage [her] to 
marry me and try having children of our own, as we all live happily ever after. In a computer pro- 
gram’s flowchart logic tree it made total sense. In reality, some shit’s just too crazy to make up. 
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lam SO sorry. In hindsight one sees every error. Trained psychologists call what | was going 
through at that time “fear-avoidance’” or “displacement,” or “avoidance-approach behavior.” Any 
rational person on the street with a 3rd grade education would simply call it “just plain stupid.” A 
more spiritual person would’ve relied upon “love conquers all,” but at that time and in that place, 
all | could think of was, “The power of the penis aint gonna solve this problem.” That's the killing 
power of “not-based thinking.” All | needed to get through that moment was the understanding 
“With God, ALL things are possible.” 


But the fear— | once watched an historic home intentionally burned to the ground by the local fire 
department on Manson Pike because the owner wanted to sell the property to put up a store. 
The heat was so overwhelming, you couldn’t get any closer than the street because the heat just 
pushed you back and there wasn’t a damned thing you could do about it. Likewise, the fear of 
working my butt to death, suffering heart attacks, failing to reach old age, my hatred of money (I 
mistakenly thought “money was the root of all evil”) all formed a crushing force that locked me 
into a choice between a lifetime of absolute boredom as a computer programmer with a boring 
death, or taking a wild chance on a brighter (coward’s?) future with a “happily ever after” ending. 


rd say it’s taken roughly four hours to type the primary details of this scene into my cloud 
document, including editing and proofing, and printing the pages so | can move on. (Personal 
nightmare: | forgot this entire part about The Choice and had to go back 10 pages and insert it! 
Telling this portion of the story was the original rib in the narrative’s skeleton!) (Hey, Adam! Is it 
true that Abel complained it was killing him how you were raising Cain?) 


My point in sharing this time / work factor is that the whole vision-decision process held me for 
less than 5 seconds that night in [her] dorm room— “...ever be able to have children,” [she] said. 


Ihe Decision 


| saw the risks, the problem, the choices, and the potential positive outcomes, but crunch-time 
never allows any consideration of failure as an option. Success may require time, but failure 
lasts forever. (I'm pretty sure that’s how the Universe came into existence: it required time!) 
Sure, completing the scenario might be hard. [She] might tell me to go take a long walk ona 
short pier. | might have to really charm my way back into [her] good graces. 


If | was going to chase this nearly impossible outcome, | first needed a sign from God. No, | 
didn’t have a regularly scheduled chat with the Almighty, and no, | hadn't ever before witnessed a 
“true miracle” (my mind’s eye was nothing close to its current level of development: wanna see 
a miracle? Open your eyes!) but for some reason | needed one then & there in order to pursue 
this venture into La La Land. | stood still for a moment, away from the windows, body turned 
sideways to [her] there on the bed, head and neck tilted back slightly, gaze unfocused, and tried 
to summon a blue light in my mind’s eye. 


How big should it be? | wondered. 
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About the size of a pinpoint should do it, | figured, as long as it’s noticeable. 


Blue doesnt seem possible, | contemplated further. How about a nice, warm, red one instead? 
It should be more noticeable than a blue one, at any rate. 


OK, if you think you can actually summon a red star, | taunted. Three seconds had gone by, 
max. Are you sure this is what you want? |saw my life as a programmer, hammered to death, 
[her] sitting on a living room couch, bored beyond words. NO (to the boredom)! 


| stood still a moment longer, letting my mind go completely blank. Sure enough, a single, tiny, 
but very distinct, pinpoint star of red light glowed for only a microsecond in the upper left center 
of my mind’s eye. That’s it! | mentally exclaimed. It was God’s promise, a sliver of His rainbow, 
telling me | had a potential path to follow that led me through having a son and finding my way 
back into [her] life, which meant (to me) a chance to marry [her] (and have kids and live happily 
ever after.) Only 20 years old, and already completely off my rocker. Armed with this mental 
epiphany, | returned into the scene of the moment. Total time in suspension, 5 to 8 seconds, 
max. I've often wondered what [she] was wondering while | was wondering about what wonders 
we might wander. Little did | suspect back then the secret I'd later come to unlock, that “Reality 
Conforms to Thought,” could’ve completely avoided this odyssey. Maybe it was necessary?? 


In those days, | had a semi-unique way of ice-breaking in a more intimate setting, by digging into 
a person’s numerology, an ancient art akin to astrology, based on a person’s name and birthdate 
letters and values rather than star positions in the heavens. | picked it up a year earlier from 
Harry Fluke’s “psychic friend,” who lived with a wheelchair-bound mummy named “Jewel” in the 
bottom floor of a home that was once owned by Jim Reeves’ widow, an historic building named 
“Evergreen” at 5007 Gallatin Pike South. We always came at night, never venturing beyond the 
dimly lit sitting room on the ground floor, and typically when Harry was inebriated. The psychic 
(professional name “Crystal’) was welcoming, gregarious, and lonely enough to give us free 
psychic readings. (Booze helped us guys, but Crystal drank cola or tea.) Crystal loaned mea 
paperback, Helping Yourself wth Numerology by Helyn Hitchcock (that | really should return to 
her, but it’s exceptionally damaged from— another story.) One time she told us the home was 
being turned into a museum (not a psychic prediction) and she and Jewel would have to move. 
(Where are they now? Jewel most likely passed decades ago. Crystal is unknown.) 


| know: divination is “demonic,” but hypocrisy is a tough addiction and difficult to soot— Crystal, 
a devout Catholic; desiccated Jewel, likely Crystal’s hospice care, but we never dug. The black- 
velvet Elvis wall painting illuminated by votive-Santeria-Hoodoo-Jesus candles spoke volumes. 


Dirty little scandals arose regarding the Jim Reeves museum years later as Senator Frist was 
grilled for selling HCA stock right before its value fell; his blind trust also unloaded shares in the 
Jim Reeves Museum a week before Evergreen, which graced Gallatin Pike over 200 years, was 
demolished. Frist was said to have claimed he sold the stock to avoid appearance of conflict of 
interest. The other scandal involved a stop-work order to prevent its demolition as local historical 
societies argued its preservation: the wrecking crew learned of the order “too late;” Evergreen 
was summarily flattened. A Home Depot was later built on the site, but | digress— 
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“Write your full name and birthdate, and I'll tell you what it means and the talents brought with you 
from any possible past lives, according to numerology,” | beguiled. You know the rule about 
never asking a woman her true age? Here’s my predicament: [She] either skipped a grade and 
was only 17, OR [her] birthdate is actually 7/31/XXX3 (mine is 7/25/XXX1) and [she] misled, OR 
my dain bramage is too far mushed and | have no idea how this happened. | avow and aver— 
Later documentation places her birthdate in XXX3. 


“How did you learn to do this?” [she] asked. | explained how Harry introduced Crystal, who erred 
one digit on my last name, leading me to think | was a typical 1/4/5 (destiny, birthpath, power#) 
but it felf wrong. Studying Helyn’s book, | spotted the goof and was (miraculously?) transformed 
into an 11/22/33! (Wonder Twins, eat your hearts out!) For readers who arent numerological, 
mystic gurus, it’s a fairly simply system: Letters A thru | are valued 1 thru 9, J thru R continue 
10-18, and S thru Z finish up 19-26, with the ampersand (&) as the 27th spot, which all distills to 
single digits, so the cycles are A-I (1-9) J-—R (1-9) and S—Z+& (1-9.) For the mathematically 
challenged, grouping simplifies to: 0+9, 1+8, 2+7, 3+6, and 4+5 all=9, and 9 & any # = the # 
(9+7=16 {1&6=7} so 9&7=7.) The vowels form the inner-self / “soul's urge” while consonants 
represent one’s “outer personality.” The entire name becomes a single value. 


Zenobia=8556291. Dropping (8 & 9 & 1) leaves 5562, so 18=9 (vowels’ 3 over consonants’ 6.) If 
your Zenobia is at all like my Zenobia, you’d rationalize the consonants’ 8+5+2 as 26+5+2=33, 
so the Zenobia | knew was 3/33. (To stretch time with a listener, explain the 3 as 12 or even 30.) 


Try one for fun? Neil deGrasse Tyson = 22 33 3: communicative (3) 22 33 (physics / astronomy 
/ universe.) 


Easy, right? Not really. Starting with number 10, professional snake charmers get into “higher 
vibrations,” such as 10 being 10 times more powerful than a simple 1, which means the longer 
one can b:s. the client’s reading, the more money one can charge. However, 3 primary values 
are always (?) preserved: 11 (master of the spiritual plane) 22 (master physical) and 33 
(universal.) A name like “Jesus,” for example, =15131, which adds to a straight up 11, spiritual 
master. A more detailed reading? 1-5 is a strong, diverse traveler, 1-3 is a godly speaker, and 1 
uniquely follows the 1 (J) leader: one’s servant = one’s master. Vowels, 8 over consonants, 3 
(feel free to try your own analysis.) A 22 is like a grand architect who, instead of being shelter- 
focused (like 4) prefers the larger picture, perhaps owning an apartment complex or building a 
hotel chain. While the lowly 6 is the person who stands beside the family circle, the number of 
love, a 33 is more like a Dalai Lama, or Gandhi-type Master Teacher, loves all Creation, and 
bears a tiny bit of resonance with the Masonic Lodge, which reveres 33 as the secret, universal 
number upon which the universe is built. Supposing it takes 16 bricks to build the left side of an 
archway, and 16 more for the right side, then the arch’s central keystone would be the 33rd brick 
in the structure. No matter its “true” meaning, one may find 33 throughout Masonic designs (take 
a tour of Washington, D.C., count the steps!) Numbers have no “good” or “evil,” but people— 
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(“Evil 33” = anti-universe.) Various schools of thought have different interpretations of different 
values. Some don’t teach 33 due to its power/rarity; some don’t teach master numbers at all. 


11-22-33 


Right. So, back to our story, | discovered my destiny (the name | was given at birth) totals 74 
(11) from a vowel total of 11 over a consonant total of 9. (That the “personality” consonants of 
my first, middle and last name come out to 6,6,6 is only a silly coincidence. 600 60 6 is simply 
the Greek, numerological representation of the Arabic script found on every Muslim flag depicting 
crossed swords, “In the name of Allah [violence].”) My name totals (vowels AND consonants) 
are 7,7,6, indicating a lot of mind power (7,7) with a strong, family name (6.) My birthpath 
(birthdate, representing “gifts | was born with") yields 7,7,8 (22)— again, lots of mind power to 
spare, along with a dose of business, finance, government and authority (8.) Combining destiny 
with birthpath yields the power # (what my life here 
on Earth is FOR) and yields 33, which likely explains the 
inexplicable reason for my writing (and divulging) this 
book (with the public.) (Hey, Lovecraft, say “Hello” to 
Cthulhu for me!) 


——2, 
H — h ji h Arabic reads right to left; crossed swords = violence th | If Id h d bl d 
et pe EAP tne 2 Violence / Allah / In the name of eae Caer ats 


left over in my “big” brain to function properly, I'd have 
spotted the discrepancy right away and called [her] on it. 


(Didnt I?) Instead, I've lived all these decades in doubt’s 


—e 
shadow, never (yet) actually e having seen [her] official 
birth certificate, but Eve said 7 [she] was born in XXXN, 
although (oddly!) Eve didn’t seem too sure. Perhaps 


[she] is a super-math wizard The Greek number: 6 60 600 genius, and saw a number 
needed fudged? Perhaps mere vanity? No matter, the 
numbers came out to: destiny (name) 11, birthpath (date) 22, and power #33. We matched! 





| double-checked all my math. | triple-checked every letter to every digit to make sure | hadn't 
made a mistake. | never once questioned (or calculated) [her] actual age as only 17. |assumed 
with [her] being 2 grades junior [she] was 18, no brainer! Yet [she] listed [her] birth date as XXxX4 
instead of ’*X3. Smack me down and run me over! | used to be the most naive, gullible, trusting 
nitwit on the planet. | distinctly recall my stupefaction at our matching, and [her] radiant smile. 
(Mona Lisa was definitely casting some green shade [her] way.) 


“Hey! Wow! You're an 11 22 33, just like me!! What are the odds on that?” | was giddy at 
having found my numerological “twin” (to a certain extent.) [Her] name digits (vowel/consonants ) 
differed slightly, 10/12 (22), 5/9 (5) and 5/6 (11) making [her] numbers 11/9 (inner self)/(outer 
personality) with [her] destiny clearly an 11, same as mine. | liberally schmoozed [her] on how 
[her] “vibrations” were generally “higher” than mine, more naturally occurring master numbers in 
more places, using the most flattering spin, but | would’ve probably scored more points talking 
about how beautiful [she] was. Still, | couldn’t resist the cheesiest, most obvious comment, “Our 
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destinies are identical— We share the same destiny.” (That sounded way better in my head.) | 
figured Tom, Dick and Larry had already plowed the “beautiful princess” route: | was out to win 
[her] mind (I think [she] was already light years ahead of me.) To be clear, for the remainder of 
this narrative regarding the dorm, [she] was 18 and | was 20. It makes no difference as regards 
any “statutory” issues, but it makes a tremendous amount of difference writing about it. | have no 
desire to produce anything remotely KP-oriented. (Hello, Vladimir! Hows Lolita these days?) 
(Turns out she was apparently 18 after all.) 


We ran variations accounting for what [her] numbers would reveal if, for example, she had my 
last name. Real subtle move there— not. “Can you do this for someone | know if they're not 
actually here?” [she] asked innocently enough. | wasn’t about to be caught powerless. 


“Sure! Do you have the full name and birthdate?” [She] wrote down a weird, Italian style name, 
similar to “Guido Mars-is-Silly” (off just far enough to avoid a lawsuit) and a birthdate. | began 
processing a guy’s name, a year older than myself, which made me increasingly uncomfortable, 
but hid it by simply reading off dull-sounding, uninteresting definitions, although if memory serves 
me correctly (???) he had a lot of eights (8) which signaled strong, financial qualities. | couldn't 
lie to [her], but clearly, [she] could lie to me, and Id just sit there and beg for more. Eventually | 
couldn't take it any longer. “What else have you got around here?” | asked. “I'm kinda thirsty.” 
Understatement! All that # talk created the world’s worst case of desert-strength cottonmouth. 


Give Me a Sign?! 


“Do you like Sun Drop? It’s my favorite,” [she] offered. If | could write in a “drop dead moment,” 
this would be one of them. | wasn’t much of a connoisseur in those days, but | Knew what | liked 
when it came to pop / soda / colas (depending upon what part of the country / world one may be 
from.) Sun Drop was too corn-syrupy sweet for my taste; only if I'd been imprisoned for days | 
might consider it. Add a pint of vodka, however— [Her] only other choice was Dr. Pepper (who 
came in bottles because his wife died.) Also syrupy, | had a different reason for passing on Dr. 
P, related to a food poisoning incident involving extreme sunburn and my first experience with 
raw oysters for dinner (with Dr. P as a chaser) on a nearly fatal bus ride returning from a band 
trip to Dauphin Island, Alabama. If not for the merciful nursing of another band member's 
exceptionally spiritually-minded mother (who gave me my first, rea/ insight into the meaning of 
“insight”) | most likely would’ve not only upchucked for a rough, roughly 440 miles, but also died. 
“Mrs. Goodbar” produced a black, plastic, 20 gallon trash bag from out of nowhere, and | must’ve 
constantly filled at least the bottom third of that bag with a stench-spew that would’ve chased 
young Regan’s demon straight into the loving arms of Jesus. | previously drank Dr. P whenever 
its competitors were unavailable, but swore it off (for years!) because of that near-fatal incident. 


Declining [her] gracious offers, | asked about water from the hallway fountains, but a problem, 
lost to the ages of time, ruled that out as well. My using the bathrooms was also verboten 
because it was a girls’ dorm and there were no men’s rooms on such floors in those days. The 
ease of sneaking women into my dorm’s loo was a cakewalk compared to the inherent risk in a 7 
story, women’s high rise. My bladder wasn’t too happy over this, either. The male predator had 
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become beauty’s prisoner, and the night wasn’t even half over yet. [She] needed to powder [her] 
nose, however, and spent what seemed like an eternity elsewhere while | sat alone in increasing 
hunger, thirst, and swelling bladder. It was the hell of purgatory in heaven. 


Years before, in elementary school, our class was occasionally visited by a classmate’s father, a 
doctor of mathematics at MTSU. He taught us origami, math tricks, and on one occasion, an art 
project involving an infinitely dividing square pattern (figure 1, following). In what | considered a stroke 
of genius, | simplified the pattern from 4 sides to 3 (figure 2, following), but kept the same division 
rules as the square. An early fan of Franklin W. Dixon’s The Hardy Boys detective stories, along 
with Alfred Hitchcock’s The Three Investigators for young readers, | also kept the idea of having 
a secret symbol which, when added to a signature, has a special meaning. (If you know which 
book | picked that up from, you need to move out of your mom’s basement and get a job!) 


During the wait, | contemplated how to get [her] sitting back on the bed with me, and scribbled 
down the symbols that had stuck in my mind since 4th grade: apologies for the crude bitmap 
artwork of Windows’ Paint.exe presented here, but my turbocad skills are a bit rusty. 


Figure 1 Figure 2 





Using Google images decades later, | discovered various symbols similar to my triangular 
pattern, highly resonant with the “Tree of Life” (Kabbalah) from ancient Hebrew tradition, also a 
3D resonance with embryos after the 6th cellular division, when any morula reaches 64 cells. 
Also, using a symbol as an autograph is called a “sigil.” (Quite an insight for a lowly 4th grader, 
but devils are infamous for their sigils.) 


“Im back,” [she] nearly sang as [she] entered the room. | practically hopped up. A gentleman 
never sits while a lady is standing. 


Every time [she] appears, my heart rises in joy. This time was no exception. | directed [her] to 
my sketches. We sat, [she] on my right. “While you were out, | wrote down these symbols to 
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share with you: the triangle’s for me, and the square is yours.” (The drawings were mere pen 
doodles, yet conveyed the geometric patterns.) “If ever we get separated or in trouble, we can 
spot the other’s mark and know something's up.” 


Childish, stupid, useless perhaps? Maybe, but it worked: [she] was beside me on the right foot 
of the bed, getting a better look. The moment lasted only a second, then ended before | could 
formulate my next move. Rather than ridicule my drawings, [she] got up (Il stood also) to retrieve 
a photo album from a shelf, and sat back down, this time at the foot’s center, on my left. [She] 
opened it upon [her] lap and explained, “These are my pictures from when | was a little girl,” [her] 
treasure. This is hard to explain to a millennial, but before computers, smartphones, instagrams 
and snapchats, pictures were valuable, personal records of the special events in a person’s life. 
Storing photos required an investment of time, effort, sentiment and money. An album of one’s 
childhood memories: Priceless. 


Whit IF... ? 


All direction (left/liberal-right/conservative-up/down-in/out) has pros and cons, even Centrism and 
Nihilism. Boiling it all down to "direction and purpose," anything and everything mental or physical 
may be evaluated more accurately as to what it represents, in which direction / for what purpose 
it exists, when applied to infinity: If taken to an extreme, as X approaches infinity, what outcome 
does X represent? (/n absurdum ad infinitum.) What if everyone believed in _(blank)_? If all 
were Muslim (“kill your enemy”) the outcome would be 0, as we'd all be dead (ostensibly through 
jihad against “false” Muslims, which eventually would be every Muslim.) If all were Christian 
(“love your enemy”) the outcome would be 1, as we'd all love each other. The choice (and the 
outcome) seems obvious, yet there are those who still insist on following the false path of 0. 


Snoyfy 


[She] skipped [her] baby photos and went straight to a picture of [her] beloved childhood beagle, 
Snoopy. “We named him after the Peanuts cartoon character,” [she] explained matter-of-factly. 


“What happened to him? Is he still alive?” 
“He was playing in the front yard one day when somebody drove by and shot him.” 


— Ye Gods! What do you say to that? 


One Hewlbeal Always Folaus Another 


Any inmate branded by the criminal justice system as a consequence of one’s action(s) can tell 
you the Law (Indeed!— The entire legal justice system!) is nothing more than a dividing line 
between the top predators of the human food chain, who feed on life, where “time is money,” and 
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there’s an abundance of “leisure time,” vs. the bottom (those less affluent in funds or intellect 
who “serve time.”) Whose “law” was broken? “Theirs” or “ours?” “Mine?” (Hmmm.) The only 
Law | know for certain is “One heartbeat always follows another,” as blood circulates. Break 
that law, and all other “law” (or “religion’— a rule set for living) will immediately cease to matter. 


With every beat of my heart, my love for [her] increases. 


The concepts of “White Supremacy,” “Muslim superiority” over non-Muslims (“kafirs,” “infidels”) 
and that only “Black Lives Matter” are dualism’s false ideologies, prime examples of attempting 
to magnify / elevate one subgroup over another, superior to all other groups. Remember, “false” 
is that which does not exist, so unity ends whenever these ideologies of duality emerge. Ina 
global environment, no molecule of water from any dripping faucet, puddle, creek, river, lake or 
sea found in any ethnic or ideological group is any “greater” than any other molecule in the ocean 
of the human race. (Do not obfuscate issues wth “heavy” or “ionized” molecules of water! Ap- 
ples to apples only!) Different people may have diverse qualities, but we are all from the One 
God, Our Father, the same Universal Big Bang procreative orgasm that eventually gave birth to 
our planet Earth. 


Some argue: “/slamic ‘submission to allah’ is no different than ‘Thy Will be done’ in Christianity!” 
(Duality vs. Unity.) 


No, they’re polar opposites: Submission voids the soul, whereas acceptance fills it. If one fills 
the Point of Origin, God, as that which has no part, nothing, with Love, then all is Unity, but to 
“submit” creates false duality (the principal principle of Islam) which annihilates, yielding “the a- 
bomination of desolation.” 


A loving God (as in Judaism and especially Christianity) fills the Point of Origin, “nothing,” with 
Love and— again— we have the ever-expanding Universe. (Purpose and direction.) 


Reducing ideas to simple logic yields zero condemnation of what exists, or does not exist. 
Everything simply is, or is not. Understanding peace comes from understanding purpose and 
direction, and/or any absence thereof. Love = truth: all else = false hatred. Solum Dei Amor. 


“Everything” includes “nothing,” otherwise, you’d have everything except nothing, and that would 
not be “everything,” likewise, “nothing” annihilates “everything.” If nothing ever failed to annihilate 
everything, then something would remain, and nothing would cease to “not” exist. (Yes, my 
brain hurts, but nonetheless, it’s true! Or is it?) (“Eternal life” comes from eternal love.) 
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“Meanwhile, back at the Ranch, Ranger Rick disguised himself as a door and got his knob shot 
off'-— Unity includes that which excludes it (duality); excluding unity never achieves it. Lovers 
love haters, but haters never love. (Does anyone here “Grok Spock?” (The Covid-19 Dem- 
Panic is presently making global history.) 


On the Other Hand — 


Yeah, OK, but then |am also the consequence and cause of every sin ever known or committed 
or that ever wil be committed before God and man (including the unknown as well) such as acts 
of Muslim jihad (ISIS) white supremacy (Hitler was trying to emulate the historical killing power of 
Muhammad's Islam) Black Lives Matter (sponsored by Islamic terrorist organizations) the whole 
democratic (DNC) party (now significantly indebted to Islamic terrorist organizations) and Antifa 
(anti-fascism is fascism, following Hitler, following Muhammad, who is the False Prophet.) 
That's a mighty black component for any living soul believing to be made of Light— Sometimes 
one just has to “let go” as “thoughts of evil darkness die and vanish into nothingness.” 


(Hmmm...! God includes those who deny God, yet those who deny God deny themselves.) 


On the other hand— | am also the consequence as well as the cause of my own conception. If it 
were not so, | would not be here. 


Have you ever heard of the “two wolves” within man? One wolf represents good, one evil. The 
one that thrives is the one that’s fed. It reminds me of what's called a "superstate"— 


Sthiidnger + Cat 


Schrddinger's Cat is a “quantum” concept that posits if a cat is placed into a box containing a 
device (set to trigger at any random moment) lethal to the cat, then as long as one does not 
check the box to determine the cat’s status, the cat is both alive and dead at the same time, until 
an observation determines the cat’s condition. (Of course, dead-cat-odor tends to be a spoiler.) 


A sheriffs deputy once pulled Schrodinger over for speeding along a lonely, Texas highway, and 
noticed a foul odor coming from the trunk of the car as he approached Schrddinger’s window. 
The officer asked Schrédinger for permission to search the trunk, and Schrddinger complied, 
popping the trunk. The deputy asks Schrdédinger, “Did you know you have a dead cat in the trunk 
of your car?” 


Schrddinger answers: “Well, sure— It is now” 


Like Schrédinger's Cat, we're all God and Satan until someone judges. This is where Jesus gets 
"Judge not, that ye be not judged" (Matt 7:1.) At the risk of offending most every Bible-thumping 
Christian on the planet, there are significant (minor) conflicts within the Bible, including within the 
New Testament Itself. Compare “Judge not” (what Jesus said) to “But he that is spiritual judgeth 
all things, yet he himself is judged of no man” (which is what Paul wrote in 1 Corinthians 2:15.) If 
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we (pardon the expression) nail up Christ as “sinless” and “perfect,” then why in God’s name do 
we even remotely pay any attention or credit to anyone else (such as Peter, Paul, or the Pope?) 
They pose ideological, theological wrinkles to iron out! Calling Jesus “sinless” and “perfect” and 
“The Son of God” is 100% hypocritical to what Christ Himself directed us to do: “Judge not.” 
The Council of Nicaea clearly had zero understanding of Christ's Own Word. And if ever there 
was a hypocrite in the post-resurrection period, it was Saul (renamed “Paul”) who underwent a 
radical conversion from chief persecutor of the Christians to chief evangelist for Christianity. I'm 
not saying people can’t change, or that Paul was 100% wrong (Saul certainly had his issues!) 
Rather, if we’re not studying the proverbial Word from the Horse’s mouth, then we’re studying 
what fell away from the horse! (Paul=horse apples!) To “judge not” is to see everything as One. 


The Cretaceous—Paleogene (K—Pg) extinction level event is irrefutable evidence of an asteroid 
around 6 miles in diameter (a big honking space rock!) puncturing the Earth around 65 million 
years ago just off the coast of Chicxulub in the Yucatan peninsula, wiping out the dinosaurs and 
smoothing the way for the evolution of Man. Fascinating story— Google it on your own time. 
The point is that when a rock drops into a pond, or onto sand, or an asteroid strikes a planetary 
body, the point of impact creates a ring. Outward, radiant ripples form in a pond, but if one drops 
a heavy enough rock onto sand, an observable impact crater and rim are formed. In the case of 
the K-Pg asteroid strike, a ring of cenotes (water holes) was formed in the vicinity of Chicxulub, 
Mexico (again, a most fascinating story of geologic evolution that research students may enjoy.) 


Jesus made His Own impact on Earth a mere 2000 or so years ago. The ripples of His birth, 
life, crucifixion upon the Cross, and His resurrection from the dead are still radiating outward 
from His point of impact in time and space. His 12 apostles formed a living crater rim that 
surrounded Him and gave testimony to His Words, the love and ideology He shared, and the 
miracles He performed. Their spreading of the Gospel of Jesus Christ around the world is the 
direct analogue of the ripples formed in a pond. Jesus is “the stone which the builders rejected” 
(Matthew 21:42) and | can tell you from personal experience, stones are thrown into bodies of 
water, quite often by kids, forming the most perfect circles of radiant ripples. In the case of the 
K-Pg asteroid, the shockwave completely encompassed (rippled) the Earth, as has Christianity. 


One of the ideas Jesus shared with His apostles was recorded in John 14:26— “But The Ad- 
vocate— the Holy Spirit— Whom the Father will send in My name, will teach you everything, and 
remind you of all that | have said to you.” The purpose of this book is exactly that— to reverber- 
ate the truth of His impact, much as a gong reverberates in a symphonic performance. Christ 
represents the first striking of the gong; this book represents the second. Much of what Jesus 
said has been interpreted by people according to what they want it to mean for themselves, in- 
cluding His apostles! | can’t say | disagree with that: If an idea is never absorbed and put into 
use, what good is it? It is my purpose to refresh His Word, His actual thoughts, in a way that will 
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continue to resonate throughout time and space just as clearly as the first time He rang the 
gong. (Imagine Jesus writing His life using a screen+keyboard+storage device: Jesus saves!) 


Conflicting interpretations of numerous Biblical scholars yield unique insight into how conflict is 
created and how it may be avoided: The crater rim is not the same thing as the impact event, 
nor of the asteroid itse/f. The rim is the result of the impact, which is the result of the asteroid’s 
existence, it’s truth, which testifies of a// Creation. In order to correctly interpret Jesus, one must 
be as One with Jesus, as He Himself said in Luke 9:23 (and elsewhere)— “If any man will come 
after Me, let him deny himself, and take up his cross daily, and follow Me.” More specifically, in 
John 14:6, “...1 am the way, the truth, and the life: no man cometh unto the Father, but by Me.” 
Before the crater rim, before the impact’s evidence, was the asteroid itself! If one wishes to 
unite with God the Father, one must a/so unite with the Son, the Logos. In John 10:30, Jesus 
says, “| and My Father are One.” In today’s world, we recognize we are sentient, living biological 
manifestations made of the very elements of the Universe itself (hydrogen, oxygen, carbon, etc. 
“The Truth of the Universe is made of Me.”) The Universe and | are One, yet when thought 
conforms to reality, death results, but when reality conforms to thought, Genesis occurs. 


An interesting point of “discussion” (argument) among online Muslims trying to convince easy 
marks that “Jesus prayed like a Muslim” is that in truth, Muslims pray in the physical form once 
used by Jesus (Muslims copy Jesus.) Here’s the fun part: Every well-versed Muslim will tell you 
Jesus was a “prophet” and that all prophets are “revered” as they speak God’s truth. (See where 
this is going? Notice how Muhammad claims Jesus is true, yet calls Him a liar at the same time.) 


| don’t love [her] because the Universe exists: the Universe exists because | love [her.] 

“Where is your cross,” | hear you ask? [She] is my cross. | took one look into [her] eyes, and 
totally forgot that Jesus died (yes! and rose again!) for me! God! [She] is so beautiful! There 
are not enough books in the galaxy to describe the effect [she] has upon me. 


“What, then, is awoman?” (More specifically, “What is a wfe?”) 


Some questions, even God knows better than to attempt an answer! But IF | had to guess? 
God’s Will Incarnate. 


Admission— to admit something or someone into one’s home, one’s life, or more importantly, 
one’s mind or body— is a significant compromise that can lead to corruption, which is why male 
homosexuality is so vehemently opposed by right-thinking minds. 


Before you jump on the homophobic bandwagon (too late?) let’s calmly, rationally explore why: 
to admit guilt in a legal trial allows the balanced will of others (law) to determine one’s fate, rather 
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than allowing one to determine one’s own fate. The focused will of the individual is fractured into 
the oblivion of “others.” On trial, one has already allowed one’s will to be brought into question. 
The trial, verdict, and sentencing (or acquittal) are reality conforming to truth within the question. 
Admitting fracture leads to death in worst case scenarios. Consider the diamond which would 
be properly cut into a sparkling gem, but is instead improperly pulverized into dust. To admit a 
salesman into one’s home is to invite another to take one’s hard-earned cash for something that 
is typically worth less than what one might pay for the same thing elsewhere. Kirby vacuum 
sweepers typically sell for well over $1,000 at your door, yet cost well under $250 from the 
factory (or did.) When one admits another into one’s mind, a body becomes nothing more than 
a puppet on a string. When one man’s anal cavity (that God designed as “Exit Only!”) admits 
another man’s penis (that God also designed as “Exit Only!”) to thrust inside of it, one goes a- 
gainst the design and purpose for which God created man, becoming penetrable rather than im- 
penetrable, becoming “all exit” (spillage of seed, death) rather than “entry AND exit” (balanced 
heterosexual procreation and birth.) Homosexual (submissive) males are consumed with self- 
hatred, which weakens them to the point of admitting a stronger (queerer) force, while the domi- 
nant queers (alphas) are full of fear— of women, family, and a proper relationship with God. One 
might say of a homosexual pair, “There goes fear and self-hatred, a perfectly sterile couple.” A 
lesbian couple, on the other hand, may yet procreate via donor sperm. | find it best not to anal- 
yze female issues: | clearly have no clue as to what is or isn’t ina woman’s mind, and women 
are known to change their minds in an instant (so does man, but women get more free passes.) 


The primary source of conflict occurs when submission hypocritically acts as dominance (as in 
“forced submission to Allah.”) The Arabic symbols of crossed swords (violence) “in the name of 
allah” were envisioned by John the Revelator as the Greek characters for “600 60 and 6” (x€c.) 


Jesus, on the other hand, was expert at understanding, recognizing and differentiating between 
order and hypocrisy. Jesus explains in Matthew 22:36-39, where someone asks Him: 36 
“Master, which is the great commandment in the law?” 37 Jesus said unto him, “Thou shalt love 
the Lord thy God with all thy heart, and with all thy soul, and with all thy mind. 38 This is the first 
and great commandment. 39 And the second is like unto it, Thou shalt love thy neighbor as 
thyself.” Reversing these laws’ order, submission of God’s love beneath neighbor (“socialism”) 
leads to death by appeasement. Sociologists can explain in greater detail how Shari’a patrols’ 
social banding leads to mass citizenry submission, as women are forced to wear burqas, travel 
in groups with male guardians, etc., while unaccompanied females in non-Muslim attire are 
mercilessly gang-raped (“rape jihad”) all over Eurabia and elsewhere as Islam spreads. As 
culture is submerged, so too is humanity; eventually an entire continent goes straight to hell. 


From the correct order of the great commandment followed by the second, we recognize the 
love of God (which includes the love of One’s Own Divinity, directed inward) followed by love of 
others (love of God directed outward) and this order, this law, is what powers the stars in the 
heavens (nuclear fusion resulting in solar radiation) and the expansion of the Universe Itself. In 
order to procreate, one must mate with one’s true opposite, as male mates with female, 
otherwise, one ends up in a sterile universe, and that would be— most unfortunate. The 
opposite of an XY male is not another XY male, or even a transgendered male. The opposite of 
an XY male is an XX female (in binary, the opposite of 1 is 0.) When one loves God above all, 
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one achieves heterosexuality in order to perpetuate God, Life without end, Amen. When one 
subordinates God’s Love to the socio-political world of neighbors (including the opposition of 
enemies) the result is a sterile, homosexual, queer universe of death. Yech! 


Basically, one has a choice: spiritual over material (reality conforms to the idea, and light 
emerges free of gravity) or material over spiritual (thought conforms to matter) resulting in the 
grave. No judgement here: only action and consequence, purpose and direction. 


Sometimes repetition is a good thing— sometimes it’s just brain damage forgetting it’s already 
been mentioned elsewhere, but: one is always one’s own worst enemy; only the individual may 
commit suicide at any moment, changing that which exists (1) into that which does not exist (0.) 
Thus, by loving one’s enemy of self, the love one directs inward radiates as one’s own personal 
supernova, erasing all darkness within. That which loves, thrives and grows, reaching the 
point of procreation (heterosexual life eternal!) so that love continues to spread outward. That 
which hates, shrivels and dies wthout offspring, which is why homosexuality is, at its very core, 
self-hatred incarnate. Love thine enemies beginning first with thyself! “Our Father’ is hetero. 


She Wiss 


As we talked side-by-side at the foot of [her] bed, | mentioned how | found myself (casually) 
looking for [her] wherever | went (especially in the cafeteria) and pointed out how | sat with [her] 
now instead of Petunia. “Yeah, | kinda noticed,” [she] said. 


| asked if [she] had ever noticed me on campus? [She] mentioned looking out the window of 
[her] classroom in Peck Hall and seeing me cross the lawn, and wondering who | was. [She] 
could’ve told me [she] had a spy satellite trained on me from orbit and | would’ve believed [her.] 
Regardless, | felt like the King of the World at that point. 


[She] turned the page of her photo album to a scene from [her] middle school / junior high years. 
| tried to etch the moments into my mind, but [her] scent, [her] presence, [her] hair, [her] eyes, 
[her] lips! [Her] captive bosom seated right beside my exploding, virile, sex-crazed, youthful, 
hungrier, healthier male existence— it was all more than my antiquated notion of chivalry could 
bear. You know the comical film clip of a young teen in a theater, reaching an arm behind his 
date, only to awkwardly pop his beautiful dream gal in her head? No, this was worse— we 
weren't in a theater: We were on [her] bed! | slowly, casually leaned back to bring my left elbow 
(and arm) behind [her] shoulders. Thonk! | looked back just in time to see [her] wince from the 
impact, and yet [her] grace was unperturbed. 


Unable to suppress a slight wince myself, along with a chuckle and a pang of great sorrow (this 
moment would only come along once, and | botched it!) | followed the motion of our mutual 


recline, and somehow managed to initiate— The Kiss. 


Remember the aforementioned “desert-strength cottonmouth”’? 
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Be Yo Perfect 


Jesus gave us both a command, an assertion and an observation when He said in Matthew 5:48, 
“Be ye therefore perfect, even as your Father which is in Heaven is perfect.” Allowing anyone to 
convince you otherwise is listening to “the evil one.” The resonance with First Lady Melania 
Trump’s program “Be Best” speaks for itself. 


Viewing Infinite Love (“God”) on one end of a continuum and an infinite void of love (“Satan”) on 
the other may cause some to see those two ends as separate, but that is where fault (error) 
creeps in— There’s no such thing as “separation” within a “continuum.” Does one see ~ Love to 
the left or the right on a continuum, or above / below Jesus-Satan-Self? Real (or potential) action 
represents purpose / directional unity. One may comprehend archetypes of “self” as within 
Reality’s scale, or figuratively as real numbers (including tr.) The Jesus-point circumscribes and 
unifies us within a Christ-Now-point— He and the Father are One (“I and the Father are One.”) 
When Love is one’s only truth, there is no false. 


Here comes another attack of the Bible thumpers— The reason | love this verse so much is 
because it’s a triple entendre: “Be ye perfect” (you are [fo be] perfect, now and always) as well 
as “Be ye perfect” (you’re now made perfect, in the active present) as well as “Be ye perfect” 
(you are perfect, in the present passive.) An infinitive form, it frees perfection in any way one 
looks at it. (You sure look good to Me!) 


Yes, [she] does!! ...on Earth, as [she] is in Heaven. 


Feeding emotions of hatred or anger feeds the inner-self of “the evil one.” Applying Christ’s rule 
to oneself (“Love thine enemies”) washes out the anger and hatred with Love, transforming one 
into “The Loving One.” Love is our natural, perfect nature. Anger / hatred is our “sinful,” 
imperfect nature. Loving switches one’s inner light from perfectly absent to perfectly present. 


AS Eel a. Finite 


Practice makes perfect: [She] will be my wife as our love achieves perfection. (That’s called 
“positive thinking.”) All my failures with [her] were my own failure-to-illuminate my loving self, 
revealing only my evil, darker nature instead. Dear God, | have SO MUCH failure (evil) within 
me! Prayertully, all evil is finite. “Thoughts of evil darkness die and vanish into nothingness.” 


All of Creation is Perfect, as God made It, including us (people.) If there were any imperfection, 
there’d be a gaping hole in the fabric of reality, wthout a black hole’s presence. (Has Covid-19 
made a hole in the space-time continuum in your neighborhood? Enquiring minds want to know!) 


“Howcan perfection be imperfect,” you ask? Perfection without imperfection is imperfect. 


[Her] absence isnt imperfection: it signifies transition (between “less” and “more” perfect.) 
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As my favorite contemporary author (Richard Bach) once wrote, “Argue for your limitations, and 
they're yours.” Rather than seeing the entire continuum as an infinite line heading off in opposite 
directions, try seeing it condensed into a pure gold coin of infinite value with heads representing 
God and tails representing Satan, yet both are as one coin. Reduce it in size to something you 
hold in your hand, then understand that you are (! am, One is) the coin. Keeping one’s “heads 
up” is how to keep “evil” in the past, underneath: “Get thee behind Me, Satan!” This is the 
Superstate of God, as God and Satan in One enlightened, sentient, coherent, amalgamated, 
loving, Divine Entity (or even a simple coin.) (Hello, Rich! Happy landings!) 


You we XO 


Any finite, n-Dimensional (nD) object has ~D (infinite dimensions): 
“Finite dimension” = self-limited existence, so why go there? 


Many people tend to have a limited (finite) understanding of their infinite dimensionality. Grasping 
one’s own infinitely dimensional (~D) reality typically occurs as a result of consuming mush- 
rooms or other chemical assistance, however, for those trying to grasp this wthout any psycho- 
tropic aid: any 3 dimensional, cone-like object simultaneously exists in 2 dimensions, as a 
cross section may appear as an ellipse, a parabola, an hyperbola or a circle (depending upon 
the slant’s slice) and viewing that slice laid flat forms a 1-dimensional line; any line viewed from 
an end-perspective is a 0-dimensional point. The Earth (including the Universe!) exists in time, 
length, width and depth (4D); has length, width and depth (3D); has length and width (2D); has 
length (1D) and the Earth (including the Universe!) occupies a point (OD.) Conversely, any point 
of 0 dimension also exists in @D! (Not just © “light,” but rather, “Let there be -Dimension!”) 
Opening the gateway of “The Law of Infinite Dimension” recognizes one’s lower dimensional 
self as a being with infinitely higher, infinite dimensionality. (Can you see yourself yet? Right 
there! At the center of the universe! The Big Bang is your origin!) Recognizing one’s inner 
Point of Origin (OD) as having length, width and depth (3D) infinitely expanding beyond the 4D 
fabric of time-space, one recognizes one’s lower dimensional self logically exists simultaneously 
in c higher dimensions that have simply not yet been identified. As © dimensional existence 
also descends (via ~-1) all the way through the 1** dimension straight down to the 0", why limit 
oneself there? What of -~ (“negatively infinite”) dimensional existence? (Howlowcan you go?) 


Just how demonic are you? (Hello Crowey, Heinlein, Bixby & Fontana!) 


The glass is never half empty nor half full: it’s always 100% fulL— of potential (even if that 
potential is anti-potential!) Confusing? Discuss it in group. 


Math is God's Word written in His Own language: Reality is His Word spoken into Existence. 


If the universe is but a point, how many universes are there in this book alone? (Did you notice? 


The first sentence of Chapter 1?— It begins with a point “.”) How many universes exist within 
one universe? How much infinity is within the infinite? :(%.) (Hey, T. Leary! Tune in, turn on!) 
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If / can understand lower-dimensional objects in higher dimensional space, then certainly Jesus 
did as well (it's not rocket science!) After all, His (earthly) dad was a manual laborer— some 
say Carpenter, some say stone mason. Regardless, Joseph understood the three dimensions 
(length width and depth) requiring the 4" (time) in order to complete a project. Surely Joseph 
helped Jesus (or vice versa) to understand the Kingdom of Heaven (infinite dimension.) Nothing 
expresses “reality conforms to thought” more than working with one’s hands. In John 14:12, 
Jesus reminds us: “Verily, verily, |say unto you, He that believeth in Me, the works that | do shall 
he do also; and greater works than these shall he do; because | go unto My Father.” 


Im ready to change water into wine, walk on water, exorcise demons and resurrect the dead! 
Then again, Jesus never walked on the Moon or SCUBA “dove,” although He did “do the dove.” 
Hmmm... tough choices ahead.... 


ttt? 


Me: Mateufo! 


One of [her] innate, goddess-like blessings involved not only [her] divine beauty, but also [her] 
perfect, artistic skill with fashion makeup. “I can imitate any cover,” [she] had previously stated, 
referring to an observation I'd made regarding [her] collection of Vogue magazines. And [she] 
could! [She] was that beautiful and that talented an artist. | could’ve become [her] manager and 
[she] might have gone on to become a bigger supermodel than Cybill Shepherd, Brooke Shields, 
Cheryl Tiegs, Kendall Jenner (who wasn't even born yet) and all the fashion runway Angels (who 
weren't invented yet, either) all rolled into one. The closest beauty to [hers] in all of celebrity land 
would have to be Liv Tyler as Arwen, but that wouldn't be filmed for years to come, so in truth, 
there was none who could compare. Did | take advantage of such an opportunity? [What do 
you think?] | pointed out that while it was beautifully applied, [she] was most beautiful with no 
makeup whatsoever. It’s possible all that time [she] had spent moments before out of the room 
were spent cleaning the makeup off [her] face, as after my left elbow grazed the right side of 
[her] head, there was no noticeable makeup as | began wiping her face clean with my rough, dry 
tongue. [Her] lips were so luscious, so soft and supple, they were like an oasis of moisture for 
my parched tongue to absorb as if my very life depended upon them for water. (I was thirsty!) 


Don’t ask me where | learned, or how | knew this little trick, but | butterfly kissed [her] left cheek 
with my left eyelashes, and followed with butterflies to [her] right cheek with my right eyelashes. 
Believe it or not, some folk don’t have the faintest idea what a butterfly kiss involves. (It was new 
to [her, she] observed.) | followed up with an Eskimo kiss, nose-to-nose, then taught [her] my 
own unique technique | call “The Kiss of Life.” (Suffice it to say it’s not something one would 
normally encounter during one’s first make-out session with a lover, but | was feeling brave.) 


In full disclosure, | have (in years past) written some of the raunchiest, borderline illicit, vice-filled, 
gonad-grinding smut in my time, primarily as a personal exercise just to see if | could do it. Back 
before cyber-texting could get a guy thrown in jail for exercising his 1** Amendment Rights, a few 
anonymous girls would keep me occupied online for hours while | filled their minds with fantasies 
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beyond their wildest dreams. I'd challenge myself to see how many | could keep simultaneously 
occupied with their own one-handed typing. For myself, it was mental voyeurism, phantom of 
the opera, ghost-in-the-machine type romance. Hell, at least it was safe, up until the Feds ruled 
that if a minor under 18 lied about her age, the guy at the other end could be arrested. It’s anti- 
constitutional-as-hell-entrapment, but | stopped cybering cold turkey the day they passed the law. 


This dorm scene is not one of those exercises. In the film world, it would be lucky to get a 
PG-13 rating. “Marriage before sex” was pounding away at my brain, yet | was too occupied with 
the action to stop what | was doing to kneel down and propose to her. Besides, our shirts were 
already off and | was trying to expertly unhook [her] bra with one hand between [her] shoulder 
blades. Petunia’s “over-the-shoulder-boulder-holder” required 4 hooks, and | could release it in 
one move, but | was stumped working on this one. 


“I can’t seem to unhook your bra...” | mused softly, perplexed. 
“It's a front hook,” [she] giggled, and demonstrated the mechanics for me. 


“Neat!” | was amazed like a kid on Christmas Day. “They should a// be made this way!” It wasn’t 
until years later someone explained to me that it’s called a “hooker’s bra” for professional rea- 
sons. At the time, however, [she] was my topless angel, and | didn’t give it another thought as | 
began my red-blooded-male-duty to osculate [her] hills of Venus. 


Normally this would be the moment of conquest where the lower garb disappears, but I'd made a 
decision earlier (remember my red light epiphany?) and reality was already conforming to 
thought: | left [her] corduroy slacks intact, although | did remove our shoes, and | kept my denim 
blue jeans on as well, but removed my belt so as not to cause any discomfort in what followed. 


| could possibly have spent more time on [her] feet, as one of my talents is massage. In my 
youth | was still a novice, but over the years | learned how to follow pressure points and nerves 
intuitively, what others call “the magic touch.” The moans and groans I’ve elicited over the years 
could nuke a porn-king’s passion. That night, however? Not quite yet fully developed. My thumb 
stretched 180° apart from my pinky spans 97%”. When | was younger it was almost 10”. | took 
my time measuring [her] naked flesh with my bare hands: | estimated [her] to be around 36”-C, 
26”, 36” at about 5°10” and around 125 lbs. (lm very bad at guessing weight, but [she] was lean 
where [she] needed to be lean, and Mmmm! where [she] needed to be Mmmm!) 


Fantasy and fun aside, it was approaching 10:30 PM and Id had a long day and felt myself 
beginning to fade rapidly, although what God gives a man remained wide awake and aching to 
play in the worst way possible. During our rendezvous, [she] had been totally compliant, no 
resistance, and (I thought) enjoying the spontaneous fun | was bringing to the moment. [She] 
seemed the perfect woman: willing without demanding, accepting without criticizing, open with- 
out reservation or judgment. Perfect. 


86 


Free Wil = Ipranny stevided 


One must apply one’s own rule(s) to one’s self before applying them to others, lest one commit 
tyranny: As God exercises free will, so too does Man (or Satan) thereby all who do either “good” 
or “evil” are exercising God’s Free Will. Debating “free will’ is a waste of time as we simply act 
according to God’s Will at all times; even Satan’s will is God’s Will, because free wil is God's 
Will. God’s Free Will includes asserting one’s own will, freely exercising hypocrisy, begging the 
question: “Do ya wanna be a hypocrite?” 


(Are you strong enough to embrace hypocrisy? It’s a real soul ripper. Hello, Jack! | hear you 
and Muhammad are roasting nicely these days!) 


Hypocrisy is most often seen wherever people advocate gun control (denying citizens unfettered 
access to weapons) while simultaneously allowing “big government” and/or law enforcement 
ownership of weaponry. “You can have the power to kill me, but | can’t kill you.” Or similarly, “I 
can have the power to kill you, but you can’t kill me.” How often do we see liberal icons publicly 
shouting against gun rights, yet are seen afterward surrounded by armed security (like Chicago’s 
mayor)? 


“Gun control” laws lack necessary permission for Life: “l can defend my life; so can you.” The 
United States Constitution’s Bill of Rights manifests this permission as the 2"* Amendment's 
right to bear arms. As the freedom of the United States was earned from Great Britain through 
unfettered ownership of arms for self-defense, any laws seeking to fetter weapons ownership is 
pure hypocrisy. Slaves without guns are slaves. Slaves with guns are free men. 


If anyone can possess something, everyone should be able to as well, otherwise, we'll all be 
shred to pieces underneath the dark blanket of tyranny’s hypocritical delusion: Once upon a 
time, London’s Muslim Mayor Khan began a buy-back program “to get knives off the streets.” 
Cutlery theft funded terrorism’s spread as Muslim jihadists fenced their loot, leaving non-Muslim 
kafirs (“infidels”) defenseless against jinad invasion. Newlyweds faced legal challenges bringing 
their new cutlery home from the ceremony without arrest. “Do we all eat now using only spoons 
and forks? Go vegan? What about the spork?” Panic rampages as a hungry child spreads 
peanut butter & jelly on a sandwich! Mayor Khan’s unique brand of insanity, the penultimate ban 
upon rocks, will be followed by the ultimate ban against the Earth itself, as people have a general 
habit of dying upon it. God forbid any should be held guilty for their actions, rather than their 
possessions. |slam bans (kills!) non-Muslims! “Halal taqiyya” tries to hide it, but it’s true. 


As law enforcement agents target criminal activity, when they shoot someone dead, the grieving, 
outraged parents always blame the person, the cop, never a word about their criminal child 
whom they failed to raise with solid, Christian values. Yet when nutjobs shoot people en masse, 
the libtards always blame the gun, never the criminals. Ban the banning of inanimate objects! 
Make the human element take responsibility for one’s own criminal behavior. No gun has EVER 
been found “guilty” in a court of law, and far too many criminals escape justice, increasing evil. 
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(Criminal morons! What can be done about them?) 
(Group them all together under the umbrella of “Islam.”) 
(After reaping, toss the tares into the unquenchable fire.) 


When one realizes that absolutely everything is a part of Everything, then everything expands or 
contracts, rises or falls into place, achieving its own, proper orientation. (Just add heat and one 
percolates!) Judgement leads to direction. No judgement yields no change (or error) in direc- 
tion. When actively “judging,” one is not actively “loving.” 


She Mouseleafe 


With more expensive, tailored menswear, men naturally “dress left” or “dress right” depending 
on how Nature has seen fit to sculpt one’s statue, so to speak. In this 
particular scene, | was in blue jeans 4g, with a very uncomfortable reminder 
trapped beneath my denim armor, “and chose to consciously dress 
straight “down” (instead of “up”) based on something specific I'd read 
about men during REM sleep and involuntary “twitching” during sexual- 
ly-stimulated dreams. Painful? Oh HELL yes! If you’ve ever set a classic 
mouse trap with the catch lever (aka “hold down bar”) under extreme tension, you’re in the 
ballpark of understanding “dressing down.” If I'd dressed “up,” I'd have potentially poked into my 
own belly button, possibly terrifying [her] at first contact. 





[She] was relaxed, lying straight yet supine on [her] bed, with [her] head resting on a pillow, chin 
slightly tucked, watching as | moved upward from [her] feet, sliding almost snake-like, directly up 
between [her] legs, my head slightly bowed in submission, my nose nuzzling [her] left, bare nape 
of [her] vulnerable neck, breathing in the full scent of [her] thick, dark auburn hair, lilacs and 
lavender, making certain my “catch lever” was perfectly positioned within [her] hidden valley, 
gently wriggling to make contact with [her] most private (yet fully clothed) pleasure center. 
Somehow | knew | was about to lose consciousness, but wanted [her] to experience the delight 
of every single twitch that might possibly be conveyed to [her] while | was “out.” What’s the next 
best thing to real sex prior to marriage? Dream sex during fully vibrational REM sleep. (Right??) 
(Jury’s still out on that one.) 


No matter, too late: the moment my yang pressed against [her] yin, | felt something I'd never felt 
before and haven't since. A lot of stuff happened in a single instant; expressing it in words won't 
do it justice, but I'll try my best. 


The Onelly Ser tn Sew Delf 


Reality conforms to thought. Existence is God’s perfectly infinite Creation conforming to God’s 
perfectly - Love. To say “lam a sinner” executes one’s self-condemnation. “The only sin is sin 
itself” To think, “Oh, | made a mistake” is a mistake! No “mistake!” What you made was “an 
alternative path of learning, purpose and direction.” (Okay, you royally screwed up!) Darkness 
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may be labeled as a so-called “presence of sin” within God’s perfect Light, but what is darkness, 
other than God’s perfect Womb for birthing Light? Can one sin? “With God ail things are 
possible.” Is “forgiveness of sin” merely the erasure of darkness spilled within God’s infinite 
glory? If children erase stray lines drawn in pencil, why can’t adults erase those drawn in ink? 
“With God ail things are possible” (Matthew 19:26.) 


Imagine one has a ball of perfect darkness in which one sleeps at night, all warm, comfy, and 
safe. Now imagine one has a ball of light wherein one works while awake, or a ball of swirling 
light and darkness, full of orderly activity, confusion, or whatever brings you joy. The ball exists 
for whatever purpose God has in store for you, because everything is God’s Will. Or does God 
leave Satan in charge whenever He goes on a holiday? Cogito ergo est: | think, therefore it is. 


Cogile Ergo Gat 


Lord only knows how much or how little time or how many or few edits this book will require, but 
its as good as finished now, as I’m in the simultaneous thought and act of editing. (You wish!) 
rm reminded of a poster of a little kid in a doctor's office that reads: “I know I'm perfect, because 
God don’t make NO JUNK!” (Double negatives notwithstanding.) ;> (Damn you, Zinsser!!) ;-) 


“But you can’t just cut and stitch the Word, the ideology of Christ, together like a quilt to suit your 
own purpose!”— Tell that to quilt makers (or to Jacob, or God!) What’s that quaint expression? 
“Talk to the hand, ’cause the face ain’t lis’nin’.”. “With God al/ things are possible.” 

“Can’t’— Ain’t no such word as “can’t.” Funny fact: the brain only processes what “is.” What is 
“not” is never processed, because it is never detected. There’s only one condition: existence. 


We've already covered how reality conforms to thought. Therefore, what one thinks determines 
one’s reality. Cogito ergo est: | think, therefore, itis. (([She] LOVES mel!!!) (Keep tryin’, kid!) 


Eeery Shea may be Whang, Incluling Shir One 


Moses’ Garden of Eden story of two trees hones in on the very concept of error, which some 
may consider as “sin,” to fall astray of the target. If any idea could be wrong, every “truth” (from 
that proverbial Tree of Knowledge) could contain an inherent seed of error within it. “Inherent sin” 
is the seed of possible error within itself. Love is the only thing that is pure, but even Love 
requires significant effort and attention in order to blossom into perfection. | often wonder, “What 
would’ve happened if Eve had picked her fruit from the Tree of Life instead?” As all magnets 
contain north and south-seeking poles, seeds (people) also have potential “Good / evil” within, as 
the Punnett square shows every Ge x Ge parent has a 1-in-4 chance of birthing “pure evil.” 


An interesting part of [her] personal history: [her] mother’s name is derived from “Eve,” who ate 
from the tree of knowledge to satiate personal curiosity, which contributed to [her] parents’ di- 


vorce when [she] was turning 18. What a horrible way to remember one’s 18th birthday? Mean- 
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while, | was out lawnscaping (mowing) a great, big “20” out in the field behind my parents’ home, 
to mark my own 20th birthday. The End of the Age of Innocence marks the beginning of work 
and strife. 


Wil Jime ts 14? The Elenal “Nein” 


When one considers that the “past” does not actually exist, nor does the “future,” one begins to 
understand that the only moment that has ever existed, exists, or ever will exist, is the Infinite and 
Eternal “Now.” The Eternal “Now” is the ripened present’s fruit of past seeds and the present’s 
seeds of future fruit (repeat ad infinitum, aka “life eternal.”) Moses had a glimmer of this concept 
when he wrote (with perfect recursion!) in Genesis 1:11 regarding every fruit “whose seed is in 
itself....”. Existence is the process of developing seed (“life”) into harvested fruit and germinating 
seed for future harvest (“Life without End, Amen.” Abortion reduces life.) The Eternal Now is 
composed of elements of the past (events that have become reality) and elements of the future 
(imagination that has the potential of becoming reality.) Everything that has ever happened or 
ever will happen is happening in the » Now, including the very real, very positive outcome of the 
imaginative question: “Will [you] divorce [your] Canadian husband and marry me?” 


Yes, | hear your argument: “What God has joined together, let no man rend asunder.” And yet, 
that edict in no way prevents [Woman] from changing [her] mind, nor does it prevent [her] or God 
Himself from rending any marriage asunder (it only applies to “no man.”) Only the marriage of 
(male) God with (female) Goddess, the perfect union between a man and his true other half (that 
which is ultimately inseparable) is binding. If society preached far more about the importance of 
God and far less about exclusion of God from business, government and schools, today’s world 
would have a much lower divorce rate. It would have a far lower crime rate in general, as well. 


When | was very young, | began studying the seeds revealed within the Bible. I've basically dined 
my whole life on the Bible’s fruit. Like a recipe variant, please permit a slight paraphrase of 
Matthew 4:4— “...Man shall not live by bread alone, but by every [thought | word | fruit] that 
proceedeth out of the [mind | mouth | vineyard | heart] of God.” This book is that fruit, now being 
planted as seed in expectation of future harvest by my future self, much as | expect in the same 
manner of those who wrote Holy Scripture before me. What difference (if any) is there between 
what prompted them to write, and what prompts me? Holy Spirit is Holy Spirit. (Living Breath is 
Living Breath.) Seriously, | spent years (if not lifetimes!) searching for useful nuggets in the 
Sacred Texts of those who preceded my present existence. Sure, | never wanted to “rewrite the 
Bible,” but | sure as hell could’ve used a more understandable guide as to what it actually meant. 
In case you haven't noticed, God has been dropping a few breadcrumbs, gems, and nuggets 
here and there along the path. Perhaps you’ve found one or two in your own life? In the event | 
should ever again find my future self searching for interpretations or meaningful understanding, | 
pray | find this book and read it (and hope to God | understand it!) The Bible is a bit difficult at 
times. It’s al/in there, yes, but honest to God, | recommend writing your own interpretation, if only 
to give you an idea of the overwhelming compulsion the original authors were under, to write as 
God inspired them. Having to deal with one’s own hypocrisy requires tremendous introspection. 
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How long is a moment? How “now” is “now”? How great is one’s reach? One may view the 
moment of “now” as being as far as one’s reach may affect an outcome, or a change, in one’s 
reality. For example, a pitcher throws a baseball over home plate. The batter on deck has but 
an infinitesimal amount of time to decide to swing or hold. Any decision to swing may or may not 
make contact with the ball, depending upon the micro-changes expressed in the batter’s grip and 
form, and the bat’s kinetic energy. Let’s say it’s a direct hit toward center field; the 2nd baseman 
takes a lunging step to intercept the ball’s trajectory. He reaches with his glove, and— The mo- 
ment of “now” depends upon his reach, and the strength and accuracy of his grasp. Does his 
mitt make contact with the ball or miss? Does the ball find the glove’s pocket or drop? Does the 
2nd baseman throw to 3rd to tag the runner out? Does the team win the pennant? Does the 
crowd go wid!!!??? “Now” can be a really stretchy thing, or unforgivably short. Can one grab 
hold of a moment, and stretch it so that one’s needs fit the time allotted? How much time is 
allotted? How much time exists? Can a thought (black hole) be so gravitationally dense that 
time winds backwards? My Reality begins with Me, yet | inherited My Reality from My Father. 


Such is My Reality. 
Liuing Equals Going 


Understanding the Eternal Now includes understanding that Jesus was born, crucified, died, and 
arose again for me! After all, this is my universe. | gave my life to the creation of this universe. 
If ’'d never been born, how then would anything else have ever been? (Ask yourself this very 
same question, until it makes sense.) My Birth = My Life = My Universe. If it is (as PAUL stated) 
“truly more blessed to give than to receive,” then giving one’s own life must be the greatest 
blessing possible. Jesus said in John 15:13 “Greater love hath no man than this, that a man lay 
down his life for his friends.” (/ firmly believe this verse should be read aloud by every bachelor 
immediately prior to taking his marriage vows.) LIVING for one’s wfe requires even more. 


To understand positive (+) one must be +; to understand truth, one must be true. To understand 
Jesus, one must know Jesus. Being nailed to the Cross, Jesus certainly came to understand 
“ft”! If you want to understand what it means to be an asteroid impacting a planet, then be an 
asteroid impacting a planet! A shared idea may convey the same impact of change (but pick a 
planet somewhere else, please. This one has been hit enough— for now.) 


Some 


| can’t speak for “other humans:” I've only ever been me (that I’m consciously aware of, although 
some of my dreams would indicate otherwise) but people may share some similarities and diff- 
erences, like a “psychic radio.” As a child, I'd drift off to sleep, hearing the most fantastic sym- 
phonies ethereally performed. | lacked the skill to write any down upon waking, and they’d evap- 
orate like morning dew. If I'd learned to read, write and compose at that age, maybe— but the 
thought of young child composers? (Alma D! U Go Gurl!) 


Silly me— call me the composer of “The Undeveloped, Neverborn Symphonies.” Aside from 
music, there were snatches of conversation based largely on the day’s chatter, or from WAY out 
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of the blue, sounds like tuning across shortwave radio bands. Once | heard the digital, musical 
sounds of a chip’s binary computer processing. There’s no limit to what one’s mind may tune in 
while drifting along on the sea of dreams. In what are termed “lucid dreams” or “astral body pro- 
jections,” I've experienced conscious direction of flight, matter manipulation, and recognized 
myself acting in another’s place (such as Jim Morrison on stage, or a man or woman of a 
different ethnicity— One time, a woman actively in labor!) Not to beleaguer the point, my mind is 
totally unfamiliar with silence. Even while alone with my own thoughts, there’s no actual silence, 
no “perfect peace.” Except for this one time, at band camp— 


Growing older, the “psychic radio” appears tuned into higher frequencies such that now | mostly 
hear pitches at or possibly above one’s normal range of human hearing. Daily activity typically 
drowns it out as I'm listening to the clack of keystrokes as | type, or actual TV-PC-video-radio 
sounds from “normal” speakers, or the interruption of electronic appliances or living creatures. 
These are mundane things and | pay about as much attention to them as breathing. But the 
moment | found myself in [her] arms, | fe/t a word, and that experience (to date) is unique in my 
life: I didn’t “hear” it, | didn’t “sense” it— | felt it: “Home!” 


Aelual Peace 


Snuggled against [her] naked bosom, my “mousetrap” immobilized, aching to spring, my mental 
focus was fading fast with barely the strength to say an honest-to-God prayer of THANKS! for 
this encounter with my dream woman, the mother of my (future) children. (Yes, Dear, | gave 
thanks to God for you. | may’ve been a tad presumptive, arrogant, narcissistic, and all those 
SUW “toxic masculinity” issues the libtards rant about, but | was thanking God simply for our 
being together in each other's arms. “Joy” doesnt even begin to describe what | felt wth you!) 


*Snap!* There was a split-second release into my body, like an elastic bungee cord from way 
out in the future had already been stretched and had snap-released into my then-present form. It 
felt like it was made of decades. Years later I'd encounter different returns-to-body / astral body 
projections / out of body experiences (OOBEs) that felt as if one’s soul were a rubber-band, 
stretching forward and returning, as a rubber time band on one’s fingers. This one was unique: 
it felt like a rope falling onto a stage. Instantly, | knew it'd take years to make any sense of it. My 
mind, body and soul relaxed from the tension release, and | felt 
Peace 
No thoughts, no words, no music, no psychic radio, no sense of urgency or desire to move, only 
Peace 


No exclamation points, no periods, no question marks, just 


Peace 
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Neither stunned nor awed, we were two as one in that moment. Not [her] nor [me], just [Peace.] 


But, as all good things, the moment began to pass, and my amazement at what just occurred 
began surfacing. What just happened? Why have 1 NEVER felt such a thing before? Is it going 
away?? Nol! Stop!! Stay!! Will it ever return? | wonder if this will happen the next time !m in 
[her] arms? My mind began to stir for another split second, then it was lights out. 


Peace 


Where am I? IT’S 11:50 PM!!! NO!!! Ive GOT to get downstairs before they send up the guards! 


Fear ran rampant as my mind filled with images of dorm guards hauling me off and slapping 
[her] (hell, US!) with some nefarious, college-ending penalty. | didn’t care so much for myself, 
but the potential guilt of being responsible for [her] getting kicked out of MTSU was anathema! (I 
was prone to fearful exaggeration in those days.) | left “our” bed of paradise and began scramb- 
ling to don my shirt and socks, and helped retrieve [her] bra and blouse. Apparently it wasn’t 
necessary for [her] to walk me out of the dorm, as long as | was properly signed out before mid- 
night. | was embarrassed at having fallen “asleep at the switch,” as my dad used to say when- 
ever | lost focus on a task. HOW could | have POSSIBLY fallen asleep with [HER], IN [her] 
arms, both of us half-naked?? HOW ?!? ("God moves in a mysterious way.”) 


| was still falling over myself in a sense of absolute shame, humiliation, and embarrassment for 
not having fulfilled what may have been [her] desire(s), dreams or wishes. How could | have let 
[you] down??? A failure perhaps, but there’s always tomorrow (—right???) My infinite pessimism 
only ever overcome by my eternal optimism. “lam SO sorry! | wish | didn’t have to leave!” | blub- 
bered. “I wish | could stay longer— | wish we had more time together,” apologetically pensive, 
yet still hopeful for a “second date.” One last, hungry look at [her] young, gorgeous, half-naked 
body, followed with an air kiss, lingering a moment at the door. If my genie was listening, | just 
blew all 3 wishes in under 4 seconds, and the first two were duds right off the bat! (Well, TBPH, 
from the genie’s perspective, all 3 were granted. Shoulda proposed, coward!) | engraved [her] in 
my mind’s eye, sitting there on the bed all alone, imagining every night forever together with [her], 
sensing a tiny nudge would’ve launched me back into bed with [her], tempting fate, damning the 
guards. | shut [her] door and turned east toward the 7th floor elevators. It was a long way down. 


Guing Equals Blessing 


“Blessing through giving” means if someone has something to give, one is in a (+) condition of 
abundance and must therefore already be blessed; having to receive, one needs blessing. “To 
give” is contrary with “to hoard,” accumulating a sterile death. According to logic, it’s more 
blessed to be a male giving seed than a female receiving it, yet on the other hand, it is more 
blessed to be a female giving birth than to be any male who would receive a son from God. 
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There is “equality of the sexes.” Poor, dumb, suicidal, Islamic, Muslim, terrorist jihadists: even 
the lowest, flea-bitten, worm-ridden, canine bitches birthing litters of pups in the dirt are more 
blessed by God with life. [All this is “Paulinian” reasoning: see Chapter 5, “Pope Bomb Paul.” 


Contrapuntally, Muhammad was born, fought, poisoned, died, and lies rotting under a green 
dome for no one other than himself. Yet we may still gain understanding: Analysis shows that if 
something brought Muhammad wealth, sex, or power, then such a thing was “halal” (permitted. ) 
Granted, such acquisition was typically from acts of jihad (robbery, thievery, murder, rape, 
slavery, genocide— the general kleptocracy of Islam) against the non-Muslim, never by reaping 
the reward of the hard work of one’s own investments. Where Jesus is the embodiment of 
giving (tT), Muhammad was the avatar of taking (-) from the [“kufar” (“kafir,” non-Muslim) | “People 
of The Book” (Jews) | “polytheist” (Christian) | “infidel” (atheist.)] Hell, Muhammad even “took” his 
own daughter-in-law (apparently, “Thou shalt NOT covet thy son’s wife” didn’t sit well with 
Mad-Mud’s lust.) When something perpetually takes, eventually, nothing whatsoever is left, thus 
Islam eventually incarnates “The Abomination of Desolation” (if it hasn’t done so already.) 


La Yo’ Man Deceive You 


A note should be added here, and hopefully remembered often throughout: there are significant 
[warnings | prohibitions] against changing any Word or phrase in the original text of Scripture. 
Readers may ask, “How dare you paraphrase Christ?! ?” 


Please keep firmly in mind that this book is its own work. This is NOT “The Bible.” The Bible is 
another collective work entirely. I'm not “rewriting The Bible.” No physical change to any actual 
text found within The Bible is made herein. When you pick up your own King James Version, not 
one word of text within it has been changed, and certainly not the original writings from which 
they were translated! Anyone who's ever read a Shakespeare summary knows that crib notes 
are not the original work, nor should they ever be confused with such in any way. Summaries 
are tools designed to aid readers to comprehend the original. On the other hand, if I've helped 
anyone view the Word of God from a perspective different from millennia of regurgitation, then 
yay! © To put it in straight-forward, neurolinguistic format: “lam leaving the Bible intact.” 


“But why? Why even create paraphrased comparisons?” Duh! Why the KJV? KJ21? RSVCE? 
We read what we can understand. 


That which never changes is dead. \n order to live, one must leave death behind. Many may 
logically, freely argue that every Biblical concept shared herein is dead, <deep breath here—> so 
if Eternal Life is “forever,” it is (ironically) dead from its own (unchanging) perspective. Even 
more ironically, if death “never changes,” then death itself is dead, again leaving us with: Life! 


"Ge “te Constant Change, Changing Constantly 
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Passing back and forth between death and life gets easier as one practices what some call 
“transmigration of the soul,” or “spiritual evolution.” | feel Jesus explains this principle best when 
He says in John 12:24 “Verily, verily, | say unto you, Except a corn of wheat fall into the ground 
and die, it abideth alone: but if it die, it bringeth forth much fruit.” Life and death are no different 
than heads or tails of a coin: one half cannot exist without the other half for comparison of 
meaningful purpose and direction. How would one ever know life if it were not for death? How 
would one know one is awake except one sleep? Seed grows from soil. Fruit. Seed. Back and 
forth, on and on. Jesus died (and rose again, and ascended into Heaven.) | live (for now.) 


When a time eventually comes that | have physically died, yet someone still gains fruit from the 
seed of this text, am | actually “dead’? Or am | merely changed? Am | breathing? (Ask 
yourself.) Reality conforms to thought. Do you hear my crazy ideas rattling around inside your 
mind? 


In Matthew 24:4-5, Jesus warns us: “...Take heed that no man deceive you. 5 For many shall 
come in my name, saying, | am Christ; and shall deceive many.” | assure you, |am not Jesus, 
although |am One with and in Christ Jesus. Jesus walked the Earth roughly 2000 years ago by 
this generation’s reckoning. | was born in A.D. [undisclosed] and my parents were absolutely not 
Joseph and Mary. And yet, the idea of living breath is still the idea of living breath, and hopefully 
we can all clearly understand what “living breath” is, and hold onto that common understanding, 
no matter what “year” the present time is called, or where we may be located. “Il am in the 
universe, and the universe is in me.” 


A Little Something for [Her:] 


Being wth you Is a joy unlike any other feeling on Earth: 
Every breath in your presence brings excitement beyond my widest imagination. 
Your fragrance is pure Heaven in my soul. 
Walking beside you energizes my Spirit as every joule is powered by the 
Creation of the Universe Itself. 


Yeah, | know— not the most inspiring of poetry, if even that— simply a statement of the Heart. 


Jime lo Choose 


With no condemnation of— or preference in choice between— Christian or Islamic ideology, one 
asks: Are you wishing to add to the expanding universe, where 0<1 (one is more than nothing)? 
Or do you prefer the self-erasing universe, where 1=0? We read in Joshua 24:15, “And if it 
seems evil unto you to serve the LORD, choose you this day whom you will serve; whether the 
gods which your fathers served that were on the other side of the flood, or the gods of the 
Amorites, in whose land you dwell: but as for me and my house, we will serve the LORD.” 


As long as one has life, one has hope, free to imagine. Shari'a draws a concrete box around 
“reality” then erases the box, while preventing imagination from rooting. The only expansion 
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under Shari'a is deception, Islamic “taqiyya,” basically a huge cloud of that which is false. Any 
ideology dependent upon deception in order to spread is nothing more than the spreading of 
deception. An example of destructive Islam is the hypocritical prohibition against “idolatry,” 
expressed in the destruction of other cultures’ tombstones, buildings, art, literature, music, 
castration of enslaved males and female sexuality (FGM) and degeneration of the human 
genome through consanguineous (also direct) incest and obliteration of all things (including 
people) not in “submission” (slavery) to Islam (Allah or Muhammad) all the while as millions of 
Muslims bow down daily to the Kaaba in Mecca (idolatry of a building and a location.) After all 
non-Muslim elements are destroyed, Islam turns against itself, as Sunni, Shia, and Wahabi 
(Islamic sects) declare each other to be “false” (non-Muslim) and perpetually pillage each other 
(as in “Kill the polytheist [kill enemies]” per Qur'an 9:5.) If Muhammad did not think it, do it, or 
preach it, then it’s either “haram” (forbidden) or “halal” (permitted, sometimes both) thus the 
overwhelming persistence of cognitive dissonance. 


Having any original thought whatsoever is prohibited as Islam’s directional purpose (changing 1 
to 0) becomes amazingly clear: Islamic ideology = death itself, believing only in the dead words 
of Muhammad. Life becomes death as truth becomes false, as Light and reason become utter 
darkness, 1<0 = slavery, “submission.” Even the phrase, “Islamic ideology,” is a contradiction in 
terms. Submission to that which does not exist (“A death demon blasphemes”) generates the 
seed of the Abomination of Desolation. 


A quick note to young Romeos out there: the morning after your love interest takes you into her 
bedroom, DO NOT make your next contact by phone! Go see her in person! Your time of 
combined contact should increase rather than decrease. “Facetime’” is critical, but yours truly 
was nothing short of a poor, ignorant coward who simply lacked experience in these matters to 
know any better. Yeah, no, serious/ly— | called [her] from my dorm at our usual time slot. If life 
were an animated cartoon, here is where the future self kicks the snot out of the younger self 
and stomps him down into the dirt beneath the rock from whence he slithered. | can’t speak for 
[her] but | feel [she] would approve. What | wanted at that particular moment was what all young, 
ego-driven, dumbass males want to hear: raving reviews about what a nice time we had to- 
gether. The moment of choice was to lead off with “Last night was terrific!” or wait to hear [her] 
thoughts. That critical moment of pause was the second major harmonic based off the “red light 
epiphany” moment from the night before. The alternative path was unfolding unnoticed. 


“About last night,” [she] began, then paused. That was my last chance to change my mistake. 
My heartbeat was in complete suspension, anticipating [her] next words: “I want you to forget it.” 


How much time, planning and energy went into Stonehenge? Drop all that effort into one black 


hole, and that was my soul collapsed straight to hell. “Forget it”? A dozen replies flashed through 
my mind, but all | managed was, “How can I? It was the most incredible moment of my life!” 
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“| want you to forget it,” [she] repeated. The rest of the conversation was a complete blur. What 
follows is what | barely recall, and may actually be several time snips rewoven into one tale: 


“Do you have any idea how much | love you?” | asked [her] as | noticed the hard, round, black, 
plastic mouthpiece of the phone beneath my lower lip. (imbecile! You shouldve had this 
conversation in person, you coward!) | was aiming to tug at [her] heartstrings. Little did | 
realize, [she] was in the process of cutting mine. 





“| don’t think | know what love is,” [she] answered. 
You STUPID MORON! WHY didn’t you LISTEN to her MEANING? 


At this point in my life, 'd not yet learned to parse thoughts expressed orally, nor had | learned the 
most excellent art of debate. Countless options available to fish that beauty leapt right into my 
arms, but after 3+, very nearly 4 decades of hindsight-quarterbacking the situation, one of the 
best solutions I've come up with was, “I don’t know either, but won’t we have fun finding out 
together?” So what did | say at that moment? (How many deadly sins are there? | certainly 
pinged a few here:) Pride and arrogance waltzed right in under the guise of offering [her] warm, 
comforting advice— 


Thinking | had a superior analogy, that | could imbue [her] with my sagacity, | fell straight into 
Hell’s awaiting pit: “Love is like a long stairway leading up to a door: When you open the door 
and go through it together, you’re in love.” [It sounded far, far better in my head at the time.] 


“In that case, I'm getting down off the step,” came [her] dispirited response. [Silence——-——] 


If one could envision one’s heart falling out of one’s chest, through the floor, straight to the very 
center of the Earth’s core, one would still not be adequately envisioning how | felt at that moment. 


Double-crushed! What had | done wrong?!? How does one LOSE God's gift of woman to 
man? The “red light” plan was already planted in my brain, although it took quite some time 
before it germinated. The spark had already been struck in the past, the cannon fired (the shot 
decapitating Lt. Col. Julius P. Garesché); soldiers dying in the Stones River and time’s splashing 
ripples were busy washing away every logical creation of the moment. Reality was already con- 
forming to thought. | was trapped in my own reality’s construct, completely unaware of my own 
web closing in around me. Something violent churned in the pit of my stomach, something 
struggling desperately to stay alive, angry, without mind or reason. Anger. Pain. Betrayal. 
Hatred. An intensity of ignorance I'd never felt before. 


“®@, Van 


[Her] words finally dawned on me over 37 years later, basically expressing a continuous, 
coherent thought: “I don’t think; | knowwhat love is.” | should’ve pleaded, “Teach me!” (perhaps 
with a “PLEASE?!” sprinkled in for good flavor) but back then my only ravaging thought was a 
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nearly overwhelming desire to commit suicide (| say “nearly” as I’m still here.) | had what to this 
day remains a mystery vision: | saw myself falling off the end of an envisioned rope, seeing 
myself curled up in a single drop of water, rapidly followed by a last-gasp grasp at holding onto 
what little life | had left, over-stamped with one raging thought, “NO!” followed by “REVENGE!!!” 
The first non-violent thought after that was: “Vengeance is Mine,’ sayeth the Lord” (Deuterono- 
my 32:35.) Although somewhat calming, it did nothing to abate the following insanity. Suicide is 
against everything | believe. My juvenile mind resorted to the only thing it could at the moment: 
Rather than kill myself, why not just make [her] think Im dying, to see how [she] really feels 
about me? (I still failed to understand the need for two-way communication. Perhaps “suicide” 
was what she thought preferable to another encounter with me?) 


| know: you're probably wondering, “What kind of sick, evil sadist would ever commit such an 
horrendous act against an innocent, young, vulnerable woman?” “Too soon old, too late smart,” 
dear old Dad used to say. For whatever it’s worth, young man, always listen to your woman! 
Although such is preached in Christian congregations, it’s not preached often or loudly enough. 
Patriarchy is too busy blaming Eve for “original sin” to try and figure out what Eve was actually 
doing (eating.) Sure, there’s a difference between listening to a woman and obeying a woman. 
However, listening and understanding are necessary ingredients for making a sound decision. 
The fall from Grace was Adam’s fault, which ultimately makes it my own. Everything that’s ever 
gone wrong in my life is my fault. [She] taught me that. All these years of agony have been one, 
massive, unending guilt trip: [she] gave me the ticket, but | was the one who got onboard. Brava! 


“Dsc0 God, Pople!” 


“God” is visible everywhere (because where God does not exist is nowhere.) The universe would 
be a massless darkness of zilch [p] where everything [:] simply fails to exist, and we simply 
wouldn't be having this conversation. “But,” | hear you ask, “If Islam believes ‘There is no god...’ 
how do you find ‘God’ in Islam? How does He exist within nothing? Isn’t this a paradox?” We 
find the answer in three Latin-based words, regarding God’s “omnipotence, omnipresence, and 
omniscience” (O?, E=MC?.) God=Everything and Nothing! He simply “is” as | simply “am.” God 
includes that which excludes God (hence, the Superstate of God.) We merely experience God. 


Islam, an absolutely false ideology, is best understood when compared to Judeo-Christian 
ideology: God tells Moses “Il AM” (1=1); Jesus tells the world, “Il AM’ (1=1); Muhammad tells only 
Muslims, “[He (Jesus) is not]” (1=0) speaking falsely. The core understanding that “God is 
Love” (1=) makes an elegantly succinct discussion. One may as well just tuck that bit of truth 
under one’s hat and share, burn or delete the rest of this book, as my job is finished. 


A conversation starter: consider a minted coin, with heads (the obverse) and tails (the reverse.) 
Considering “tails” the absence of “heads,” one steps upon the path of understanding: “losing” is 
the absence of “winning,” “false” is the absence of “truth,” “darkness” the absence of “light,” “evil” 
the absence of “good,” “cold” the absence of “heat,” “taking” is the absence of “sharing,” and 


“receiving” is the absence of “giving.” “Hate” becomes the absence of “Love,” which is “the 
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irresistible union of indivisible opposition.” Realizing absolutely Everything is a part of Everything, 
suddenly Everything reveals Unity in a whole new (unified) context, but I digress.... 


fpusus Loved Hs Father 


Roughly 2000 years ago, a man of supreme reason and logic walked the Earth, the man we call 
“Jesus of Nazareth,” or in His resurrected incarnation, “Jesus Christ, Messiah.” Decades ago, | 
asked myself, “What, exactly, set Jesus apart from all other men?” Temporarily suspending any 
discussion of His Resurrection or His miracles reported by testimony of witnesses, or any of His 
Deific attribution, then what, exactly, distinguishes Him from other men? 


Jesus referred to God as “My Father,” “The Father,” or in certain group settings, “Our Father.” 
The single, overriding theme that keeps recurring is that Jesus clearly loved His Father! | 
thought that a bit— odd— at first, especially considering at the time just how badly | despised my 
own father, but I'd been drowned in a flood of pure love when | first met [her] (and again, when | 
met [her] a second and third time) so | had a raw, instinctive understanding that love is a good 
thing, and perhaps when focused and magnified, maybe love could be the source of all of 
Christ's miracles? | felt this idea had some merit, at least deserving a greater exploration of time 
and energy— If love could somehow be empirically discovered, defined and/or shared, just think 
how effective love could be if one could teach love to others? (“Love thy neighbor as thyself.” It’s 
sad how much people miss when they ignore Christ.) Ive discovered one (perhaps lesser) 
truth— that Love is both tangible and intangible; thought, action, and consequence; containing 
purpose and direction. Sure, other people have been pronounced dead and buried, only 
discovered later to have dug their way out of their own graves (and let us not forget the “dead 
ringers.”) Sure, there’ve been martyrs for causes, and yet, none of them have changed the 
course of history as much as He did with His death upon the Cross and miraculous resurrection 
and ascension. So what, exactly, set Him apart from others? After studying His deeds, | started 
examining His thoughts by focusing on His words, highlighted in Red-Letter Editions of The New 
Testament. The fastest way to study and understand someone is to read one’s actual quotes, 
not all the surrounding hearsay (or “spin.”) 


I Hated My Filheo— 


Regularly beaten without just cause (from the perspective of a rebellious teen) I'd grown up 
hating my father. Not that | didn’t deserve some form of discipline, but when | observed that my 
peers were never (or rarely) beaten, and saw how other parents “reasonably” disciplined their 
own children, | knew | was not getting any candy-assed, liberal treatment (indulgent appease- 
ment) by any stretch of the imagination. Yet | knew there were kids far worse off, so | counted 
my blessings. Little did | realize then that the root cause of my dysfunction with my dad was due 
to my own misdeeds building up a wall of hypocrisy around my soul, pushing us apart. Ever lie 
to your dad? Ever wished you hadn't? Those little black boogers have a way of building up. | 
can't say this is true for every intolerant, malicious father (or son) but | see now he was only try- 
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ing to beat the blackness out of (the light back into) me. Images of sparks flying from hammer- 
ing impurities out of a steel billet come to mind. 


In my late 20s, something finally clicked in my head— not audibly, not radically, but the most 
subtle of thoughts came creeping in: What if! meditated on the concept “| love my father’? Will 
this give me some greater insight into the heart, mind, and miracles of Jesus? | debated this for 
some time, finally deciding, Well, | can try it. What could it possibly hurt? It's only an idea— 


I Live My Fitheo— 


One night as | lay in bed pondering, | began the mantra process of repeating over and over in my 
mind the phrase: / love my father— | love my father— I love my father— \|n meditation, one is 
to repeat a thought gently, allowing other thoughts to come and go without hindrance, that one 
may analyze them, take notes, and thank them for their contributions, but always return to the 
core concept being recited (sometimes the interrupting thoughts were actually valid!) 

Thoughts began trickling in of how my father worked his ass off (sometimes around the clock) in 
order to keep his job and a roof over our heads (| was the youngest of 5 kids in a family of 7, 
usually including at least one dog and, for a while, a pony, a horse and a ski boat) food on our 
table, clothes on our backs, medical care, outdoor recreation / water skiing / camping trips, va- 
cations to see relatives in other states, plus birthday and Christmas presents that, even though 
smaller families had more or possibly even “better” presents per capita, | realized we were 
blessed to share what we had in a family our size. What we may’ve lacked in materialism, we 
inherently made up for spiritually (I'd like to think we made up for such in stronger moral and 
ethical values, although truth be told, we certainly had our share of sins just like everybody else.) 


The more | repeated the phrase, / love my father, the more all of the hatred Id felt for him for 
most of my life (from around age 6 through 30, = 80%!) suddenly began melting away, as if it 
had all been a great, big scab of emotion that no longer had any reason to be there. Certainly 
FAR from perfect, he had a number of major issues that’d never fly in today’s children’s rights- 
based society that caters to appeasement. But by God, he TRIED, always doing his best, right 
up until he died— 


At age 75, Dad’s last words (in a congregational meeting) were: “Il was baptised Lutheran, 
raised Lutheran, confirmed Lutheran, and God willing, I'll die a Lutheran.” With that, he sat down 
and promptly fell out of his chair, dead on the spot, true to his word ‘till the very end. 


Another true fact: I started practicing the mantra “/ love my father’ before | was age 30. Before | 
turned 31, | was unexpectedly (and miraculously) a father! My housemate then (Brunhilda) had 
allegedly had her tubes tied 10 years prior to our ever having met. About when she was getting 
tied, | was in [the] dorm room, faced with a woman [who] only thought [she] couldn't get 
pregnant, as “The ‘Power of the Penis’ aint gonna fix this one” erroneously (?) weighed heavily 
upon my mind. 


| thought it’d be fun getting her pregnant just for the challenge involved. 
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So here’s Brunhilda, telling me | cant get her pregnant, as I'm mentally reveling at the challenge 
of directing a football team of star spermatozoa in a coordinated effort: Samson, the strong, 
brave hero, holds the passage open for the team; Manning, the quarterback, leads all the others 
upstream to find the ova (or at least a wayward ovum) and, locating her, they gang-bang her all 
the way down the fallopian tube, back past Samson, who only gives out after seeing them safely 
through the ligation’s line of scrimmage. Reaching the uterine wall’s endometrial end zone, one 
player scores the touchdown, genetically performing “The Dance of the Chromosomes,” as the 
zygote gets stuck in the warm, mucosal lining, with all that wonderfully rich blood supply keeping 
my son, Zygote, safe, warm and well nourished.... 


Whodathunkit?!? Nine months and an emergency C-section later, I'm a father! | suddenly had 
an inkling of how Jesus had accomplished all those miracles honoring His Father. (Some of you 
may ask, “Who's this ‘housemate’?” No, Brunhilda isn’t [her.] [She] is an even /onger story, but 
hopefully we'll get around to finishing it— someday. Remember: “Marriage before sex!”) 


Solum Dei bnor 


Speaking of fathers— just as a good seed yields good fruit which in turn produces even more 
good seed, good ideas are the product of sound ideologies that grow and bear fruit in the same 
manner. The quality of Jesus’s ideological fruit is rooted in Infinite Truth (which we'll discuss 
later) but for now, let’s remember “the shortest distance between any number of points is 0,” just 
as The Big Bang was a collection of an infinite amount of consciousness / time / space / energy 
that erupted from nothing (0<~>0.) 


“But doesn’t that mean the shortest distance is false?” 


Actually, it means there’s only one point (preferably one of love): The appearance of distance is 
false! Every time someone presents God in the sense that you and God are separate, that is 
Satan’s biggest lie. 


Doktor Martin Luther’s ideas (currently embraced at the time of this writing by approximately 80 
million souls collectively known as “Lutherans”) might’ve been meaningless had they not been at 
least partially rooted in the ideological fruit planted roughly 2,000+ years ago by Jesus— “I am 
the vine, and you are the branches” (John 15:5. Remember one may search online for whatever 
may prompt deeper exploration.) And yet, there are fewer Lutherans in the world than Catholics, 
fewer Catholics than Muslims, fewer Muslims than Christians as a whole, and fewer Christians + 
Muslims than the sum total of other-or-non-denominational people on Earth. “More” doesn’t 
always mean “more intelligent’— sometimes “more” simply means “more ignorant.” Underneath 
the IQ bell curve, this is most certainly the case. Refining PGA takes a LOT of distillation. 


October 31st, 2017 marked the 500th anniversary of Doktor Martin Luther's nailing of his 95 
Theses on the Church door at Wittenberg. Luther came exceptionally close to getting it right, 
with one fatal (well, "critical") exception: his inspiration came from Paul's writing ("Grace alone, 
Faith alone, Scripture alone") rather than from Christ. Instead of focusing on the (metaphorical) 
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horse's mouth, so to speak (the Word of Christ) he focused on “what fell away from the horse” 
(Paul.) Granted, every living thing stands to profit from adding fertilizer, food for thought, but our 
existence depends entirely upon God's Love Alone: Solum Dei Amor. Still, we have reason 
to give thanks for all of Luther's groundwork. Without his personal dedication and sacrifice, a 
huge number of us would still be blindly following the fallacy of the Pope. Thanks to Jesus, we’ve 
ditched the obnoxious beards and yarmulke, and have enjoyed SO much yummy pork! Thanks 
to Moses, most of us are free of Ishmaelite slavery (except for Muhammad's Minions.) 


God ts Omnijolent, Onnipresent and Omniscient - OF 
=Mc* 


How does all this then define “God”, the concept of “Our Father’? 


When | was very young, just learning how to ask questions about the world around me, | asked 
my earthly father one of those simple questions kids invariably ask about God, like “Does God 
really know everything I'm thinking?” 


| can clearly remember his answer: “God has three qualities: God is omnipotent, omnipresent, 
and omniscient.” Mighty big words to toss out to a 3 year old. 


Dad asked me if | understood what those words meant. | remember having a sort of instinctive 
understanding, even then (don’t ask me how) but regardless, Dad went on to explain more fully: 
(In today’s digital world, one might liken his exposition to the unzipping of an archived cabinet file. 
This gets a hair thick, and is augmented from his original explanation, so please read carefully.) 


1) Since everything everywhere is created from His Energy, He is all energy (omnipotent: in 
all energy including matter— there's no form of energy {stored, potential, inertial or other} 
in which God is not present.) 

2) Since everything is created of God, He is everywhere (omnipresent: there’s no place in 
time or space where God does not exist, nor matter in which His energy is absent.) 

3) Since God is omnipotent and omnipresent in all aspects and elements of the time-space 
continuum, including the energy of thought (“idea, reason, logos”) and as the thought of 
all Creation is God’s Idea, God exists within all thought (omniscience: there is no thought 
in which God does not exist, even within a Divine Paradox: God exists even wthin the 
thought “God does not exist.”) 


Combining all three Omniforms, they resonate in a kind of triune structure, which Einstein simply 
expressed as E=MC? (Omnipotence = Omnipresence x Omniscience? {“O*’}.) 


On the surface, this is one of those logical arguments that one either agrees with intuitively, or 
disagrees with for whatever reason(s) one may have (or lack thereof— Haters are gonna hate.) 
Since | am one of those who intuitively agree with it (I did proof it, duh!) | recuse myself as devil’s 
advocate and/or as champion with respect to any who may disagree. For those on the fence, | 
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sincerely encourage you to think, regardless of which direction your mind chooses: God always 
wins because He always plays all sides. After all, He is the Triune God, eOmni?. 


God ways Wis because He Plays A Sedes 


On the brighter side, this threefold definition of God gobsmacked me when | realized that He is 
present even within ideologies that may oppose my own! God is present not just in Truth, but 
also in False: God exists even in that which does not exist. People who believe God does not 
exist still have the omniscience of God within their thoughts. In any expression of opposition, be 
it physical or ideological, what one has is not good vs. evil, but rather God vs. God, or perhaps 
more appropriately, God (the winning or dominant quality) vs. god (the lesser or submissive 
quality.) Of course, in any conflict of ideologies, the best outcome is where God agrees with 
god, or perhaps compromises with Himself (only Love unifies) but regardless, one is left analyz- 
ing the purpose and direction of whatever opportunity (thought) He may present. “The Lord 
giveth, and the Lord taketh away” (Job 1:21.) In keeping with Einstein’s equation, one never 
gains or loses anything: one simply receives from God, and returns to God. How much can one 
person receive from God, one wonders? It all returns to Him, regardless. 


Ihe Divine Parudox 


Existing within this Universal Web of Life, the only moment of time that exists, has ever existed, 
or will ever exist, is the Eternal Now. Now, the Big Bang occurs. Now, Moses tells us God said: 
“Let there be Light.” Now, this book is written. Now you are reading it. We are all (now) roughly 
14 billion years old (/ certainly am!) because Nowis roughly 14 billion years old. In the realm of 
infinite dimension, we are actually timeless. Who knows how many universes existed before 
this one? Nowis simply the point of development that Now has achieved since Light first came 
into existence. For one who travels as light, time is always “Now.” We are all one coherent point 
of gathered starlight, inhabiting bodies of living stardust, on a planet that is a collection of mas- 
sive amounts of atoms created from myriad ancestors of star novae. Yet we all come from the 
same Big Bang, the point at which all Light and Energy and Thought are One, and Time is irrele- 
vant; there is only Light. 


The omnipresence of the omniscience of God’s omnipotence brings up what | like to call “The 
Divine Paradox,” that God exists even where He does not, even when He does not, as one 
familiar situation asks, “If God is truly omnipotent, can He create a house so small He cannot 
enter it?” Or “Can God create a stone so heavy, He cannot lift it?” (“Can God do what He 
cant?”) If God exists in all thought, then how do we process the thought that God does not 
exist? Divine Paradox. The answer is that God eternally, infinitely exists in all places, in all 
energy, and in all thought, even within the construct of “absence” (the absence of God is also the 
presence of God.) With the one, infinite °° truth of God in mind, all other truths may be derived 
as a simple process of logical examination: God exists because god does not exist. How? 
Nature abhors a vacuum. Or simply, as Jesus tells us, “With man this is impossible, but with 
God all things are possible” (Matthew 19:26.) 
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Using the “man scale,” Boolean logic works great for most human-based purposes: between a 
truth or a lie, one still has a true choice. Computer chips constantly evaluate truth by processing 
binary data: 1 or0 = 1. (Older systems, like transistors and tubes, or even people, made simple 
comparisons of “higher” or “lower.”) Evaluating a truth and a lie, one always ends up with a lie (1 
and 0 = 0: poisoned apples mixed with good apples yields poisoned applesauce. Hey there, JJ! 
Hows the “cool aid”? Oh, that’s right, you ate a bullet instead, you friggin’ coward!) 


Regarding set union and intersection: If set A contains the elements of {apples, bananas, 
cranberries, and oranges} while set B contains {almonds, dates, eggplants and oranges} then 
the UNION of both sets = AUB (called an “AND” function) giving us {almonds, apples, bananas, 
cranberries, dates, eggplants and oranges}. But, when we INTERSECT the sets we getAN B 
(called an “OR” function) giving us only {oranges.} | mention this since using binary / Boolean 
logic, AOR B = Av B while AAND B = A“B (the arc symbologies appear inverted.) If this goes 
“Whoosh!” for you (me too!) just skip it and move on. 

In a darkened room with a lit candle, one may ask if there is light or darkness in the room? Light 
wins (a candle in a mirror in a darkened bathroom = “sympathetic magic.”) By the same token, 
one present casts a shadow; there are areas of less light, so darkness is still present: the light is 
less apparent in areas. Holding a candle produces light, yet one casts a shadow and also pro- 
duces darkness. A lone candle in an empty room radiates light to all corners of the room, but if 
one tries to claim there’s light and darkness in the room, the answer is still true, because the 
candle radiates photons everywhere in the room except for the “dark body” of the candle itself. 
Yet as | contemplate “Love thine enemies” applied to myself, | see the big bang’s love-light bomb 
lighting up inside, expanding outwards like the sun, and | find myself again, darkness AND light 
as one. 


The skeletal framework of Boolean logic runs like this: 


1 and1=1;10r1=1; 
1 and0=0;0o0r0=0;0 and0=0. 


Math is math and binary is binary, so please take any arguments up with your philosophy in- 
structor, math teacher, or computer programming guru. It is necessary to understand how “truth 
tables" evaluate equations (as well as verbal expressions) when dealing with liars, false proph- 
ets, and false religions. The only god you will ever find in the lies of man is the part of god that 
says god does not exist. The part of God that lives within Truth is the God that is God. 


When Love is one’s only truth, all else (false hatred) ceases to exist. 
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Chapter 2: Hallowed be Thy Name. 


Matthew 6:9 


What are you reading at this very moment? Let’s just call it a “book” for discussion’s sake. 
Where did this book come from? It started as the idea of a seed within itself that lived and kept 
on growing, until enough proofreading and reviewing and editing and at least one publishing 
source finally spawned it forth as a leafy, flowering seed pod of poppies, presented visually be- 
fore your eyes somehow, audibly through ears, or tactilely via Braille (a movie deal? No way!!) 


The idea’s virility of “Our Father’ alone spawned so many 
ideas at once, this book wrote itself before | could type it up. 


“Just who is this ‘Advocate’? What is [his or her] name,” some 
may ask— Who decides what becomes “Scripture”? 


What is the name of God? What is God? Is God so limited 
that once named “Fred” He’s “Fred” forever? What if “Fred” is 
forgotten, and “Fergie” is preferred instead? Or “Franco” or 
“Ferdinand?” (Hopefully, you get the picture.) To King David, 
“my Lord” (the Messiah to come) had not yet been named. A 
title, perhaps, whereby one might understand “we're talking a- 
bout the Messiah, ‘Emmanuel,’ not an undertaker, like Muham- 
mad.” Why then did Jesus (“God the Son,” “the Messiah”) § 
name God’s helper Spirit “the Advocate”? Forcing God to fit 
any definition limits God’s omnipotence, omnipresence, and 
omniscience to mortal man’s dictates. 





“Love is truth,” said the Paraclete, then disappeared. 


Islam gives Allah 99 names and is therefore finite (not infinite!) The Father, Son, and Holy Spirit 
(living breath) are the required components for Eternal Life. One no more knows one’s future 
great-umpity-great-great-grandson’s name than one can recite one’s entire human lineage back 
to God (although DNA tracks back maternally to one source in Africa.) 


The serpent told Eve in the Garden of Eden, “Don’t believe what God said; He designed this 
apple to be eaten.” This same serpent told Muhammad, snoozing under the tree, “Don’t believe 
what God told the Judeo-Christian world; what He really wants is for the Qur'an to be written.” 
Regardless how the story unfolds, the serpent’s whisper persists: “Don’t believe.” 


“So why should we believe what’s written in this book? What is its reason?” 
Lovers love lovers and haters, because that’s what lovers do. Haters hate haters and lovers, 
because that’s what haters do. Believers believe, reasoners reason, and writers write, because 


that’s what they do, as God inspires. Unity includes that which excludes unity, but that which ex- 
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cludes unity is never unified. God loves all, but not all love God (yet what if they did?) God loves 
Satan, but Satan does not love God. Christians love all, while Jews are divided (blessing those 
who bless, cursing those who curse) and Muslims subjugate and/or kill all “kafirs.” 


Update from September 2020: the entire DNC has been made a dhimmi of (subjugated to) 
Islam. The logo itself proclaims “Death to America” in its symbolism of an arrowhead poised to 
cleave the nation. The racist movement “Black Lives Matter” and the anarchistic rioting in Port- 
land, Oregon, along with the record massive fires in the Western United States are indicative of 
social, political, and fire jinad (duality) all striking against the unity of the United States. President 
Donald Trump represents the unity of the love of patriots for their nation. Candidate ex-Vice- 
President Biden is but a mere (false) reflection of anything worth believing in. He’s as plainly 
crime’s puppet today as Muhammad was ~1,400 years ago. 


“Faith is the death of reason” claims that faith exists without reason, while reason precludes the 
need for faith. Personally, | find the two cooperative: My faith reasons God is Love, while reason 
tells me my faith is justified. Enjoy your apple, Thomas Aquinas. Speaking of “Thomas,” 
“Blessed are they that have not seen, and yet have believed” (John 20:29.) 


If LOGOS means “word,” “logic” and “reason,” Then the universe exists because of a reason, 
and that reason is love. [She] is my true reason. | do not love [you] because the universe exists: 
The universe exists because | love [you.] 


Cacsar of the fees 


One often hears the argument, “If man evolved from apes, why do apes still exist?” Why do 
koalas have opposable thumbs? Space to fully answer these and other questions would require 
all the time and space in the known universe to answer. Ancestral DNA charts reveal major 
gaps and vacancies in the evolutionary tree between homo-ancient-this, homo-more-recent-that, 
and the absence of fossil evidence. Any forensics expert can tell you an absence of evidence is 
but evidence of absence. Creationists (citing science) claiming the fossil record is incomplete 
while disbelieving scientific claims of evolution are hypocrites. Scientists supporting the Big 
Bang while disbelieving Creationism “are too!” Evolutionists who believe in the Big Bang believe 
in Creationism; Creationists who believe in the 6-day Creation of the Universe, Earth, plants, and 
all animal species, including mankind, also believe in evolution, whether they admit it or not, as 
God evolved Creation over 7 days (including the Sabbath) rather than in one sudden, giant snap 
of His fingers, which would literally form a Big Bang. Granted, 7 days resonates well regarding 
the female 7-day menstrual cycle: when a period is missed, chances are a new universe may 
birth in approximately 9 calendar months (10 lunar) and in that sense universes are created in 7 
days. (Do ye not know that one is the center of one’s own universe?) 


Stugging Ihnough Creation % Evolution 


The Creation Myth-Parable (in the form of an evolutionary slug trail): Once upon a time, a lowly 
garden slug crawled along the dewy morning grass, leaving a gooey slime trail behind. | followed 
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the trail’s place-point-time-discovery to its origin (the slug) as the sun hadn't yet fully evaporated 
the trail (nor had rain washed it away.) The trail was marginally intact for a brief period of time: 
the sun rose; parts of the trail dried up; grass blades bent by the slug’s passing weight returned 
upright, leaving pure gaps in the slug’s path’s trail. Some slime deposits traversed shaded, 
wetter areas, allowing spots to linger longer; areas in direct sunlight evaporated faster. From the 
higher angle of my human gaze, looking downward, a broken path was traced along the dotted 
slime line. Several slime trails (from other slugs) were observed leading in different directions, 
yet they all showed breaks due to the sun’s energy, and grass returning upright. Once the sun 
had risen high and long enough, the morning’s slug trails weathered completely away, vanished. 


On a much larger time scale during the period between creation and desolation, slime trails have 
provided nutrients to countless microcosms of bacterial and viral development, being the food of 
life for them. Hardier bacterial strains formed higher, single-celled life forms over time, surviving 
beyond single day cycles and greater ranges of weather, with some migrating into ponds or 
rivers (likely coming from oceans.) In the same way, gathered in differing bunches in various 
and diverse places, other life forms encountered harsher or more conducive growth environ- 
ments, some prospering, others dying. Can you see now why the fossil record is broken back 
through the millennia of Life’s evolution? “Unbroken” slug trails are fictional— We find surviving 
pockets moved from harsher environments to friendlier, sustaining ones, while others simply 
perished. Like slug trails, some branches of human development over the millennia vanished 
(exploding volcanoes, molten lava, tsunamis, predation— there're infinite ways to disappear a 
body, so why not an entire genome?) bringing scientists to rely more upon the faith and 
understanding of their observations because the theory makes sense, even in the pure absence 
of evidence. Absence of evidence is but the evidence of absence, the shadow of something 
missing, neither proven nor disproven. When you see your shadow (absent of light) do you still 
exist? 


Ancient Hebrews/Jews named God's attributes, as “Yahweh (YHWH nin), God of Salvation” (et 
al.) Some religions are limited to sun worship. You may recall the sports cheer from early 
humanity’s stone builder days: “Let’s hear it for the sun god! He is the one god! Ra! Ra! Ra!” 
The pyramids are monuments to the power of slavery before Islam. 


In this editor’s life, somewhere before age 6, walking along the street, with the sun at his back, 
feeling its radiant warmth, he wondered, “Why do we always call it ‘the sun’? Why don’t you 
have a name?” Unaware the sun’s Latin name is “Sol,” he decided right then and there to give 
the sun his (Christened) name, which he thought at the time (and still does) was a good way to 
always keep on the “sunny” side of Life ©. Brighter than most, his parents called him “son.” He 
felt the sun would appreciate sharing such a fine name ©. He had no idea (in those years) that 
the sun only has a life expectancy of about 9 billion years (it’s around 4.5 billion years old at the 
moment.) Eventually the sun, along with his name, may fade from memory. If humanity never 
makes the jump to the stars (and there’s not yet any indication that it actually ever will, and for 
good reason, although it might) then every name (including “Jesus”) may eventually perish along 
with the core of our solar system. 


107 


But an idea? lf a name is hallowed, it’s whole, uninjured, of good omen. An idea radiates 
throughout all of infinite dimension faster than a Starfleet message over quantum subspace. If 
an idea such as “1” may be shared by all souls, then the dream of world peace exists. 


No, it is far more likely that life (as the public generally understands it) will spontaneously evolve 
on other planets from the same God (thought, matter, energy, love) that we ourselves evolved. 
The massive distances (light years) between celestial structures are God’s Own insulatory “air- 
less gap” protecting us from others’ mistakes. An enlightened civilization would probably have 
better sense and steer clear of us on general principle, although they might “drop in” by accident 
on occasion while contemplating the lower, dimensional order of primitive life. 


“Sol” has a few meanings, depending upon where one looks. In Hebrew, it means “peace” but in 
Latin it means “sun,” although one could easily make the argument it means “solitary,” or “alone.” 
Our sun may appear “alone” but is actually e pluribus unum. (/ love a full solar eclipse!) 


If we consider that the density of our brain matter gives rise to our consciousness and therefore 
our understanding of life, imagine what the density of any object’s core (a star, planet, rock, or 
quark) gives to itself. People ignorantly seek to find “life on other planets” where what they’re 
actually searching for is life as they (limitedly) understand it. Life is everywhere, everything that 
exists. | do not see “death’— | see only that which exists, 1, God. The past exists in echoes of 
the present; the future as whispers. There is something deeply pacifying about watching sand 
pour down the neck of an hourglass— up until mealtime. 


Sech, and Ye shalt Find 


Where do ideas come from? They're from God, the Father Creator. And where is God? God is 
in Heaven. So ideas come from Heaven? No, they come from God the Father in Heaven. Can 
you simplify that so others can understand whatever the hell that's supposed to mean? 


Matthew 7:7— “Ask, and it shall be given you; seek, and ye shall find; knock, and it shall be 
opened unto you:” 


The Advocate— “Universal Truth originates within Oneself.” 


The Htingdom of Heaven ts ad Hand! 


By far, the biggest misunderstanding that people have is the idea that religion is some mythical 
concept that when you die, if you’re good, you go to Heaven to be with God. Well, yes, and no. 
Jesus always taught about The Kingdom of Heaven in the present tense! “The Kingdom of 
Heaven is at hand!” (Mark 1:15, et al.) Let’s dish this up on a platter: 


What time is it right now? It’s “Now.” Let's say you know you're going to die 3 seconds from 
now, but what time is it? It's “Now.” In one second, you’re gonna die. What time is it? “Now.” 
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You're dead. Let’s imagine for the moment that you still have some sense of what’s going on, 
because that proverbial tunnel of light is stretching out before you and you feel yourself flowing 
through. What time is it? “Now.” You come out of the tunnel and find yourself in some personal- 
ized vision of Utopia, and start communing with God and all His angels and Jesus and Nature 
and (ad infinitum ad nauseum) you happen to wonder: What time is it? It’s “Now.” The King- 
dom of Heaven JS at hand! It is NOW! “Our Father in Heaven” = “Love here and now” (aka “The 
Big Bang,” NOW!) 


But wait! What's that | hear? Your life’s a mess, home’s repossessed, your soulmate has left 
you, no job, no income, or you're in jail; someone shot your dog, you’re homeless, or— Writing a 
country music song? If Heaven is Now, then so, too, is Hell. Sowing good choices reaps a good 
environment. Making bad choices yields a diminished outcome. Blaming others for one’s bad 
choices only makes things worse, because now one doesn’t even own the credit for having done 
anything at all. Talk about being spiritually bankrupt—! (This is evident in every democrat-run 
city of every state with a democrat mayor, all of them blaming Trump for their years of incompe- 
tent management.) 


So how does one learn to stop making “bad” choices and start making “good” ones, and how 
does one learn the difference? One understands one is always one’s own worst enemy, as only 
you can utterly defeat yourself (by deflecting responsibility, committing suicide, or simply giving 
up.) Understanding contrasts between religions comes by studying how they treat enemies. 
Fyodor Dostoyevsky said, "The degree of civilization in a society is revealed by entering its pris- 
ons." (Every society may be rated by how its lowest members are treated. Islam ransoms pris- 
oners— or worse.) 


In Shari’a- (Islamic-) controlled lands, group-controlled behavior kills enemies (or random people 
in general) usually en masse, and usually quickly and in a very public manner so as to generate 
the greatest amount of terror (with the least amount of effort) possible. The general rule is: 
“convert, pay the jizya, or die.” (The “jizya” is a religious “tax” charged by Muslims against 
non-Muslims living in an Islamic society, extortion of one’s right to live free.) Historically, it 
becomes: “Convert, or pay a price to continue living until you run out of money, then we kill you.” 
Sometimes it resolves to “Convert, then we kill you anyway, because we want to set an example 
to others.” In one prime example, the idea is written as “[convert or die. Or pay the jizya.]” As to 
how one can pay after having been murdered is not brought up. One may end up castrated and 
sold into slavery (perhaps “luckier” if one escapes castration!) Distilling the life, tradition, and 
false ideology of Islam’s false prophet, one finds Muhammad’s core practice: “Kill [enemies]” 
(Qur'an 9:5, aka The Sword Verse.) Power lust? Check. Love? 0. This is becoming increasingly 
evident in today’s DNC and its “progressive” manifesto. Today? They’re mainly killing progress. 
Tomorrow? The human race. 


How many lives were forever altered due to Muslim slave traders capturing, killing, castrating, 
enslaving and selling millions of Africans to slave traders around the world “for Allah’? Now they 
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all have last names like Ward, Blake, Washington, Jefferson, Davis, Key, White, Brown, et al. 
rm often amazed at the sheer ignorance of some African Americans (“negroes, blacks, people 
of color”) who join Islamic-sponsored, funded (and trained) terrorist organizations (like Black 
Lives Matter) as they fight for the exact same Islamic ideology that enslaved their ancestors! 


Jewish ideology is clearly written, but paraphrasing for simplicity: “Bless those who bless you; 
curse those who curse you” (from Genesis 12:3.) Reforged in the First Person Subjective, it 
becomes “[I bless] those who bless me and curse those who curse me.” Either way it’s sliced, 
it still parts the Red Sea into two separate sides: those who bless and are blessed (the Israel- 
ites who made it across to the other side) vs. those who curse and are cursed (Pharaoh’s army, 
which perished.) The self-condemnation of cursing those who curse becomes apparent. 


Imagine— by blessing the nation and people of Israel, one receives the blessings of God the Fa- 
ther, along with the entire nation of grateful, blessed Israelites! Woe to those who fail this simple 
test! As we say in the South, “Bless their hearts!” (As meant in its literal context, not in the mod- 
ern hypocritical. White-power Nazis are hopeless divisionists.) 


But thanks be to God for sending us Jesus to help clear this mess up! Remember, we're look- 
ing how best to treat one’s own Seif as one’s own worst enemy, rather, to love one’s own worst 
enemy: Oneself! 


Jesus understood that despite all the myriad rules and regulations handed down through the Law 
(mostly found in the first five books of the Old Testament / Torah, called “The Pentateuch’”, being 
Genesis, Exodus, Leviticus, Numbers, and Deuteronomy) there were 10 laws that begat the 
Jewish forerunner of the United States Constitution. In Exodus 20:3 God begins the First of the 
Ten Commandments, starting with “Thou shalt have no other gods before Me.” (Talk about a 
jealous God!) This aligns with the First Amendment, “Freedom of Speech” (God’s Word is Law.) 
The first group of laws in the 10 Commandments involve how to love, honor, and respect God 
and everything associated with God, including the Sabbath (day of rest.) The second group of 
laws is about how to love, honor and respect neighbors and property. This aligns with the 
Second Amendment, the right to bear arms (in defense of one’s own life and property.) 


With that brilliant, divine mind of His, Jesus boiled down these 10 laws like a set of calculus 
equations into two very simple themes: Love God, and Love thy neighbor as thyself. Matthew 
22:36-40 relates it this way: 


36 Master, which is the great commandment in the law? 


37 Jesus said unto him, Thou shalt love the Lord thy God with all thy heart, and with all thy soul, 
and with all thy mind. 38 This is the first and great commandment. 39 And the second is like unto 
it, Thou shalt love thy neighbor as thyself. 40 On these two commandments hang all the law and 
the prophets. (The word “hang” here meaning “depends” or “are derived,” not necessarily in the 
gallows sense of the word, but | wouldn't put it past Jesus to throw in a double-cross entendre! ) 
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Jesus expands the scope of “neighbor” to include “enemies,” since enemies are unquestionably 
neighbors, albeit unfriendly ones with goals in opposition to one’s own. In the KJV, Jesus tells us 
earlier [note the paraphrase] in Matthew 5:43-47, what is perhaps the single most powerful, 
revealing passage of Scripture ever conveyed (in my opinion:) 


43 “You've heard it said that ‘Thou shalt love thy neighbor and hate thine enemy.’ 44 But | say 
unto you, Love your enemies, bless them that curse you, do good to them that hate you, and 
pray for them which despitefully use you, and persecute you, 45 that you may be the children of 
your Father which is in Heaven: for He directs His sun to rise on the evil and on the good, and 
sends rain on the just and on the unjust. 46 For if you love them which love you, what reward 
have you? Don’t even publicans [tax collectors, politicians, “the lowest of the low”] also do the 
same? 47 And if you salute your brethren only, [what have you accomplished beyond maintaining 
the status quo? What difference have you actually made]? Don’t even the [ethnikds | €8vikdc | 
Gentiles | non-Jews] [mostly corrupt politicians and leftist commies] do the same?” 


One could unpack those few verses for days and still not give them enough justice, but let’s be 
honest here: in any electrical circuit, current is established by directing the positive (+) current to 
the negative (-) terminal; + to + does nothing; - to - does nothing, but cross a + car jumper cable 
to an attached - cable, and *POW!!* the spark will tell you if the battery has life (if not explode! ) 
In this age of modern “equality,” it’s more than important to understand when both car battery 
terminals are “equal,” that battery is “dead.” Yet how does one stop making “bad” choices and 
start making “good” ones, and how to learn the difference? One’s first clue is to observe 
change: good ideas (like Capitalism) lead to better outcomes, while poor decisions (like So- 
cialism) lead to massive inflation, starvation, rioting, and death. 


Focus on how best to treat one’s enemy as oneself. The “Golden Rule” is to treat another as 
one would have another treat oneself, as “we” would have them treat “us.” Jesus (Christianity) 
says to “Love thine enemies”. Under Judaism, we are to curse ourselves— that doesn’t seem to 
lead to a very healthy growth environment. Consider a workforce where all the management 
cursed all the labor. Under capitalism, if | were in need of a job and someone gave me work and 
a paycheck, | would hope | could eventually do the same for another. Still, that’s a damned sight 
better than Islam’s false prophet, Muhammad, who says to kill your enemy (Qur’an 9:5.) When 
one is one’s own worst enemy, and Moses says to curse yourself, Muhammad says to kill your- 
self, and Jesus says to love yourself, which of these three paths do you feel leads to your (and 
your future family’s) brightest future? And beyond? When | finally understood that |am my own 
worst enemy, and | took Jesus’ advice to love my enemy, the Light finally turned On in Heaven. 


| had a preview of that light when | first saw [her, Electra-Purple-Starlight.] 
| pray that by now (and by “now” we mean the Eternal Now) that you (the reader) have a better 
understanding of What / Who Jesus is referring to whenever He says “Our Father” (or in some 


instances, “My Father.”) My Father created the Universe and everything in it. My Father created 
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Me and You. He created the thoughts in your head, even though you may not believe it. Our 
Father in Heaven, God the Creator (Idea) is omniscient— in every thought. What's your name? 


The Body - The Semple Wherein Ged is Spirit Duell 


Christians have this saying that the body is the temple wherein the Spirit of God dwells. Various 
religions have slightly different twists on their interpretation of what exactly this means. Jesus 
popularized Baptist John’s “social movement” of baptizing people in a river. Because Scripture 
never states specifically whether Jesus was fully immersed or not, all we know for sure is the 
element of water is involved. Sure, it’s symbolic, but so is swallowing a goldfish, or any number 
of other fads and traditions that have come and gone throughout the history of the Now. 


We know from Genesis 1:2 that “the Spirit of God moved upon the face of the waters.” We know 
Moses was floated down the Nile River and rescued by a member of Pharaoh’s family, then later 
parted the Red Sea, freeing God’s people from Egyptian slavery. Jesus was baptized in and 
later walked upon water; His first recorded miracle: turning water into wine. Baby in a bathtub! 


Baptismal energy of thought (Symbolism) with the Word and Act unites commitment with pur- 
pose (“in the name of the Father, the Son, and the Holy Spirit”) in the actor, making a perma- 
nent fork in the road of Life, the path out of darkness and into Logos. One may contemplate a 
gajillion different things, but unless a thought transforms into purposeful action, those gajillion 
thoughts may freely come and go without incident, and nothing changes. Yes, that’s right, 
“nothing” changes. It may still be nothing, but it’s been changed. Reality changes when the 
thought becomes the act. Baptism is the method by which the individual commits to the energy 
of the Reality of the Message of the Life of Christ Jesus— the Love of Christ, which is the Love 
of the Father. It’s kind of like joining a health club for the soul. When you recharge your digital 
device with a charger plugged into some form of power outlet, you physically commit your physi- 
cal device to the idea (and the act) of storing energy. Baptism is a way of plugging into an infinite 
and eternal power source. The more one thinks of God, the more God fills one’s mind. God is 
an addiction far greater than any app you may download onto your phone or tablet. 


But what is “The Holy Spirit”? 


The Greek word (trveUya, pneuma) means “breath” or “wind.” Basically, the Holy Spirit is the 
Eternal, living breath of God entering your body following your Baptism. 


In Nomine Fabris b Kilt eb Specrilas Sanelt 


The Infinite Moment of “Now” exists for all eternity. There is no past, there is no future— there is 
only “Now”: “lam Living History’— 1AM the consequence of everything (real or imaginary) that 
has ever been, up until and including the Eternal “Now” and / AM the cause of everything from 
Now until Forever. Jesus was attributed (from the Revelation of Saint John, a post-Ascension 
account, not directly quoted from His human ministry on Earth) as saying: “lam the Alpha and 
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the Omega.” Easy. Perhaps more integral than useful, without “history,” “Now” has only immed- 
iate (yet eternal) context. The first dimension is the zeroeth’s future. How one uses these ideas 
is purely up to the individual. 


Speaking of infinity and the Triune God: Love is »° — God is Love — Therefore God is » Love — 
that’s about it for Me. Jesus may have had 12 Apostles to study then teach His ideology abroad; 
| just have 12 versions of the same theme repeated from slightly different angles. 


WHY in the WAME of GOD??? 


To the reader, I've put off sharing this coming part for as long as possible. It is my greatest sin (if 
you actually believe in such things) my “greatest regret,” or perhaps “alternative learning path.” 
No matter how it’s sliced, I'd change it in a heartbeat, if only | could— 


Once Yoon w Fime... 


... there was a little, four-year-old boy, still new to the world, still learning about things around 
him, trying to make sense of what actually made sense with the world, standing in a small 
classroom area of a small church in a small town viewing a small drawing of Jesus, thinking 
about how people had killed Jesus by nailing Him to a cross, apparently without having any wife 
or kids (of mention) and how to bring Him greater happiness in life. OK, He was the “Son of 
God” who rose again from the dead, but where were any signs of His happiness? The boy felt 
his heart go out to Jesus, sensing Him as one loving soul to another, and the little boy made a 
vow that he would live for Jesus, have a wife and kids, and let Jesus experience through him 
what it’s like to have a loving family and be a daddy. Heaven is for the child-like, for certain! 


Skip forward roughly 16 years, and this little boy finds himself as a young man in college, a bit 
distracted by all the neat things in life, but mostly spellbound by the beautiful woman standing a 
few feet in front of him, face-to-face, having what was at first a simple conversation about 
nothing important, when the young man can’t stop himself from saying to the young woman, “I 
love you.” 

“| don’t like that word,” [she] replies. No emotion, no scorn, no condemnation, just [her] opinion. 
“Why?” 

“| just don’t,” [she] says, as if it's a poisonous phrase in [her] life’s frame of reference. 

Using a puppy dog, Southern accent, he replies: “Ah WUV oo!” almost catching [her] smile. 


Now he finds himself a scant few days later, on the end of a cold, black, plastic phone, stretched 
to the end of its curly cord, and [she] has stated [her] decision to get “off the step.” 
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Some folk shouldn't be allowed to come near words, because they will always break them, never 
understanding what they’ve just been told. Did it EVER occur to you [she] MIGHT have 
meant at the TOP of the stairs? What happens when we “ASSUME”??? Did it EVER occur to 
you that [SHE] is LOVE? 


All | could mentally envision was her standing behind, leaving me alone on the dimly lit outline of 
a stairway leading up to a closed, solid door, like something one might find with secret hinges 
and a hidden lock holding shut the way to the castle’s royal bedroom. That’s when all sunlight 
became meaningless, and | saw myself, curled up in a drop of water in a fetal position, having 
absolutely zero understanding of what just happened. Revenge was all | could think of, trying to 
find some way to make [her] feel as bottomless as | did just then. Learning to control one’s emo- 
tions is key to learning control of one’s own destiny. Learning to “love always” is not just a fancy 
way to close a love letter, but a motto for how best to live one’s life in the eternal present as well 
as the forever future. | failed in every possible way imaginable and then some, creating an 
emotional black hole deeper than anyone had ever managed to create and yet still managed to 
crawl out of somehow alive. 


But sure, this happens to everyone at some point in their lives, right??? 


Fritlayy the 16 


I must have stumbled around awhile as if recovering from a nuclear bomb, with only one active 
thought controlling my bodily motions. Make [her] think Im dying. Listen to how [she] responds; 
hear the truth of how [she] feels! 


Scribbling up a poem as fast as | could jot it down (we didn’t have a keyboard / touchpad-society 
back in those days, not even PDAs!) and using red ink to give it a touch more dramatic effect, | 
planned to give it to [her] later that evening at dinner, initiating the “revenge plan” rather than 
working to save any possible remnants of the alleged relationship. Unable to find [her] at the 
tables at “High Risk,” | rescheduled the torment for later that evening. 


The Beast 
The Beast has come, _ | wasted time, My love was strong _ The beast has left 
He chewed his way Which made him glad; = Enough to kill My soul today, 
Into my soul | fell in love, The beast inside: But he also stole 
For a short stay. Which made him mad. _ He lost his will. My Love away. 


After folding it up into its own origami-type envelope of my own invention, | called [her] up with 
one goal of getting [her] to agree to come down and meet me in [her] dorm’s lobby. | wouldn’t 
say why, or give any clues, other than to give [her] the sense of dire urgency. Yes, this was all 
premeditated subterfuge, and yes, it is my deepest regret (“alternative learning path”) and yes, 
everything I’ve done since that time has been an effort to repair the damage | caused [her] (not to 
mention my own) soul. 


114 


After [she] consented to come down, | ran over to [her] lobby, called [her] from the phone 
(remember— no cells back then!) and waited breathlessly for [her] appearance (I did run, 
remember! ) 


Sure, Jesus espoused great ideas— the best, in fact! He never lost an argument, although a 
woman successfully appealed to Him once to cure her daughter, even though she was not an 
Israelite (see Matthew 15:22.) Lots of folk have great ideas; some even “go viral” to millions in to- 
day’s millennial, cloud-based, global society. But are they quoted continuously for ~2000 years? 
Most viral ideas (“memes”) are dead in a week, a few years at most. Christian ideology, on the 
other hand, is ~2000 years old and going strong! Have you ever stopped to wonder “Why?” 
(Yes, | realize it's the matured offspring of even older Judaism, but moving on....) Sure, Jesus 
could heal regardless of distance, and raise the dead on command. There were other faith heal- 
ers in His time; some even recently who've pulled off some truly amazing (and documented! ) 
acts of supernatural healing, but they never achieved His level of impact upon the world. 


fvits Vnder Yass? 


One of my pet peeves with organized religion is the saying that “Scripture interprets Scripture.” 
One can “only” determine what “Scripture says” in light of how some other Scripture relates to it. 
Such a saying reflects closed-minded (dead) ideology. Jesus says “Resist not evil’ yet Paul 
writes “[Put on your spiritual armor daily to withstand / battle / resist evil]” (depending on 
translation, Ephesians 6:13-17.) So we are stuck with “conflicting” ideas, yet Paul supposedly 
speaks “for Christ.” Peter too. Okay, that means so does the Pope (so Martin Luther was 
“wrong”?) “Oh no,” we're told, “only those in Christ’s actual circle, those recorded in Scripture, 
actually speak for Christ.” You know what “Scripture Under Glass” equates to? (Think of a tab- 
leau within a snowglobe.) That's right: Death. Sterile, unchanging, stinking Death. If one is not 
free to live, to be the ideas taught by Christ, one becomes a slave to organized religion (one may 
as well be Muslim.) Church is a GREAT place to go weekly (or more often) to study history, 
ethics and religion, but when the pastor ask, “Are you equal to God?” remember to answer, “With 
God, ALL things are possible.” 


[She] stepped out of the ground floor lobby elevator doors, and | beheld Beauty Incarnate even as 
| conspired blasphemy most foul. [She] seemed slightly perturbed, which played perfectly into 
the tone | was working to set: one of disturbed anxiety. | prattled on a bit about how an idea had 
“possessed” me; all | could do was write it down and hand it to [her]: “Here it is— | have to go 
now.” And with that, | left. Any faster would’ve been an outright sprint. | was out of there! 
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Safely back in my dorm room, Harry Fluke had come over to assist me with my nefarious plan. 
In hindsight, he’d most likely been waiting patiently for just this opportunity to unfold. “Are you 
sure you want to do this?” he asked. Believe it or nor, even Satan is an honorable man as the 
situation dictates. People! (young men especially) when someone asks you “Are you sure?” 
take it from me (and at least one other author who handled his own personal crisis somewhat 
differently) you are most likely about to do something incredibly stupid. Consider anyone else 
in the room as Life’s way of placing a common-sense-checker at your disposal, asking you just 
as clearly as an angel from Heaven (or demon from hell) if what’s about to transpire is what your 
soul desires. If you proceed in the wrong direction from that point, all bets are off. 


“Yeah, | gotta know how [she] feels about me. It’s the only way I'll find out for myself. Besides, | 
figure it’s better to make [her] think fm committing suicide than to actually do it for real. If | were 


to actually do something that stupid, I'd never know how [she] truly feels.” That my reasoning 
was pure genius was not a valid excuse for its utter stupidity. Then we got down to work: 


Vou Belohyw! 


It began with the urgent call to the lobby, delivering the “Beast” poem written in red, my hasty exit, 
and the necessary time delay returning to my dorm room to coordinate with Harry. This time gap 
was required to give [her] the necessary time to return to [her] room, read the poem, and give 
the— disturbing— vibrations just the right amount of time to achieve the proper ferment (stench.) 
Now my soufflé was ready to come out of the oven: | picked up the phone and called [her:] 
<Rriinngg! Rriinngg!> “Hello?” 

“It... hurts...” 


‘T ]?!? What’s wrong?” [she] asked, [her] concern immediately apparent in [her] voice. 


“It... HURTS....” | replied, after an extra pause for dramatic effect. | had “vocal fry” nailed literally 
before Britney Spears was ever born. 


“T ]! Where are you?” [she] practically wept. 

<Silence.>  ‘“It.... <gasp> hurrrrrrtsssss...” | trailed off— <click> — the call terminated softly. 
“Now what?” Harry asked. 

“We wait. Let’s head on over to your dorm in case she comes around looking for me. If we hear 
a knock, | can hide in the bathroom and you can act like you have no idea what’s going on. If she 


comes to my room, no one will be there.” 


“It's your show....” (If he’d said, “It’s your funeral” he’d have possibly been closer to accurate.) 
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We took a short jog over to Harry’s dorm room (one floor under mine, a few rooms further north) 
and already we’d become restless to poke the fire. “Let me call her from your room, just to see 
how things are going,” | prompted. (We didn’t have any kind of caller ID or call return.) 

“Sure!” Harry could barely contain his salivation. 


<Rriing!> “[ ]??” [<<That’s her, saying my name.] <Silence.> 


| could hear the panic growing in [her] throat. The concept of being in unspeakable pain was an 
especially heinous product on my part, purposely designed to evoke [her] earliest, childhood 
nightmare from when the doctor “cleaned [me] out” (from [her] perspective, according to the 
story [she] told of [her] ordeal as a 4-year old girl, [her] crutch of an excuse for possibly not being 
able to have children.) | wanted to trigger [her] memories of pain and forever mentally link them 
to me, to amplify [her] fear directly within [her] soul, as a novice demonologist calling forth Satan 
himself. | also envisioned myself in some type of savior-complex, with this idea that by helping 
[her] deal with this pain, [she]’d be healed in some doctor-of-Freudian-Frankenstein manner: | felt 
somehow [she] had to confront [her] fear(s) and overcome whatever may arise as a result. 


| was also being an unforgivable bastard, but that thought never consciously occurred to me dur- 
ing that time. | wanted [her] to wrestle with extreme mental pain and emotional anguish. Muham- 
mad would’ve been proud. To be honest, I'm not exactly certain what | wanted, other than to 
share the torment | felt from [her] apparent rejection. | wanted to permanently etch my being in 
the center of [her] mind, in a way that offered [her] only one (future) exit, through me. 


lwas so stupid! 


‘T J!!!" [she] cried, as if punctuating the air with my name would make a difference. “Where 
are you? Tell me wnat’ wrong!” 


Like the water-fetching brooms in Johann Wolfgang von Goethe’s “Der Zauberlehrling’ (“The 
Sorcerer’s Apprentice”) | began enjoying the delicious effect that unknown fear was having upon 
[her] as the brooms fetched pails of [her] every divine tear in [her] unanswered pleas for solace. 


“It... .......... hurrrrtssss....” came my reply. | wanted [her] to feel the pain | had just wrestled 
with from [her] previous, total neglect for my own emotions, my feelings, as | tried to convey to 
[her] how much | loved [her.] Love hurts— who knew?!? The fact | had also been a selfish, 
thoughtless, uncaring, unforgivable bastard never consciously occurred to me at that time. ( 
fear I'll run out of adjectives to paint my sins before this story is finished. No, on second thought, 
there’s always another devil in hell waiting to invent a new one.) 


“Howcan | help you?” [she] nearly begged. 

<SLAM!> | hung up the phone hard enough to cause the bells to ring on the wall phone. When 
done exactly right, the impact of the handset (what one holds using a landline) hits the body of 
the base unit mounted on the wall, causing the physical bells mounted inside (the metal hemi- 


spheres that actually ring when the electromagnetic striker activates the clapper) to chime in 
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physical complaint, much like when a pianist strikes a half dozen or more keys at once with the 
sustain pedal open, and every wire in the instrument gives off a sympathetic note of shared 
agony. With a landline, the receiver strike must precede the actual dropping of the handset into 
the cradle, which “hangs up” the connection by disconnecting the circuit. The closest thing one 
might compare this to in today’s modern era is the dropping of a cell phone while talking, and a 
cacophony of clatter hits the listener’s ears like a train wreck. What [she] heard was a split- 
second bang with a metallic chime, then silence. In real life, it’s like an audible firecracker being 
killed, its pop decapitated. 


“Well? We know she’s still in her dorm room,” linformed Harry. “Now to turn up the heat.” 
“What did you have in mind?” he asked. 


“| need you to call her and casually ask, ‘What’s up?’ as if something odd happened earlier, but 
you're trying to fish out anything on her end first before giving it up.” Yes, sometimes Satan is 
more than willing to help you pack your bags on your journey straight to hell. Satan is nothing if 
not a perfect gentleman when ushering new souls on their way to his inferno. After all, what are 
pals for, anyways? “Come into my parlour,” said the spider to the fly. 


Following a small amount of rehearsal as to possible variations he might encounter on the call, 
Harry calls [her] up and asks: “Hey, what’s up?” (OK, we said “whassup” even back then, but 
as an editor, such colloquialisms are often difficult to track. If this ever gets to a screenwriter’s 
level, we'll have room to dicker.) Although | was listening near the earpiece without a perfect tap 
on the call, | had a fairly good line on the direction of conversation: “Yeah, he was by here after 
dinner, going on about a ‘beast’ an’ mumbling about having to go do something. He seemed 
kinda out of it, an’ not makin’ alotta sense [a perfect pause.] Have you seen or heard from him?” 


Content that Harry was a master of this type of charade, definitely NOT his first rodeo, | sat back 
and watched the diorama unfold. It was practically flying on autopilot. [She] gave him a good 
earful of talk time, after which he simply told [her] to keep in touch, and he'd let [her] know if 
anything developed on his end. He calmly hung up, looking like the cat who ate the canary, 
enjoying every bite as it went down. Harry typically had beer and sometimes pot in his room. 
We enjoyed chuckling it up while [she] was (theoretically) going hysterical with no way out. After 
a while, we figured it was time to give [her] another dose of “It... hurts...” with the added touch of 
some painful breathing, working to convey the notion of at least a broken bone or two, immobile, 
perhaps even the image of slow-acting poison. 


The Battlfeld 


Ever wondered why movies have flashbacks? They’re great for filling story gaps the author left 
out of the narrative, then suddenly remembered because the next bit refers to it in some way, but 
as the reader would have NO idea what’s going on, the writer has to add in a flashback to give 
everything proper context. This is one of those moments. 
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One might think, “boy meets girl, boy falls for girl, girl rejects boy, boy goes apeshit.” 


Well, yes, that pretty much describes the one sentence blurb, but leaves the reader feeling a bit 
cheated because there’s not enough romance to warrant the boy going apeshit upon rejection. 
“WHERE’S the ROMANCE?’ the reader demands. Great. Now my flashback requires its own 
flashback: 


Can't recall the year or the age, but most likely around 11 to 14, early in the Boy Scouts of 
America exploratory phase of a young boy’s life, well before they went to hell with letting in queer 
scout masters and girls, back when there was a PURE Girl Scouts. It was hard enough for us 
young guys to hike 10 miles along the Stones River. God only knows if we ever would’ve made it 
with a bunch of sissies dragging us down. (Writing this puts me in the mindset of a 12-year old 
boy. Get over it.) 


| had an affection for walking sticks, a penchant going back to Church youth gatherings in State 
Parks and other wilderness-type areas, starting with a stick perhaps less than 1%” in diameter, 
working up to larger sticks as | got older (just great: recursive flashbacks!) until my first official 
10-mile hike, when | rescued a /arge branch that had fallen into the river and washed up along 
the bank where | could barely reach it. The bark was nearly stripped clean by the water; the end 
snapped off closest to the trunk (where it was widest) was naturally smooth and my hand fit right 
over it. The stick was nearly 5’ long, and narrowed at the tip: it felt and handled like Buford 
Pusser’s “ugly stick,” a combination walking stick / baseball bat. 


One of the few times my dad did something for me, directly, he drove me back to the campsite 
so | could retrieve my stick I'd accidentally left behind after we scouts broke camp. Returning 
home, | filled him in on the details of the past two days and explained the stick was important to 
me (after hiking with it for at least the better part of 5+ miles.) | wanted to shape it into a 
super-nice hiking stick. It took me the better part of a day to strip off what little bark was left, plus 
whittle down a fractured break at the “handle” (narrow) end and smooth down the wide-end 
“cap,” sand it all perfectly smooth, then stain it all a darker cherry because the pale color of the 
wood seemed too ghostly for some reason. Maybe it was a macho thing? The darker color 
“looked” tougher. It was surprisingly light despite having been (literally) water-logged for God only 
knows how long before it was saved. As it started to dry out over the years, a split began to form 
which | clamped by wrapping it up a bit with yellow, reinforced “fiber tape” (duct tape’s cousin.) 


Jumping forward some years, I'd brought my stick to MTSU (along with other stuff.) One warm, 
clear, October night, shortly before the event of the 15th, Harry and Ted (another campus friend 
wth a car) wanted to visit the Stones River Battlefield (after dark, AFTER it had closed) to go 
“ghost hunting,” and invited me (and [her]!) to go along. “Sure! Let me grab my stick, just in 
case we need to crack some skulls or anything.” (Right. Like ghosts have hard skulls one can 
crack with a stick. Moron!) As we headed out across the dorm’s grassy yard, | spotted an 
empty, white, plastic gallon milk jug with the red lid screwed on top, lying on the grass: a balloon 
just waiting to be popped. Holding my stick (it served as a good bat against rocks and cans and 
the like) | wondered what fun might this jug afford? | could practically hear the exploding jug in 
my head. Years of stomping paper cups within the concrete pavilions at the Murphy Center had 
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formed a nearly irresistible addiction to creating loud explosions. | grabbed my stick-bat by the 
narrow handle-end and gave the jug a mighty whack, swinging the stick overhead like an axe 
chop for splitting wood. The bat-stick’s club end came down, hit the jug, and— _! 


Nothing. 


No boom, no pow No sound at all, just me standing there with about 8” of wood (what was left 
of the handle) quietly resting in my tightly-gripped fingers. | stood there a moment, absolutely 
puzzled over what just happened— actually, more what didnt happen— trying to make sense of 
my surroundings. | looked at the jug, still lying peacefully on the grass, fully intact, again trying to 
puzzle out the mystery of the silence. /t mustve broken at the handle (duh!) | scouted about 
the area to spot where it landed on the grass. It was dusk, the light rapidly fading, but | figured | 
oughta be able to see a BIG stick lying on mown grass without too much effort. 


Nada. 


Checked the parking area (THE CARS!!)— no stick there, no crashing tinkle of glass or BANG! 
from any dented roof, trunk, hood, or fender. Where was my stick??? 


Forced to ask for assistance, | called out to Harry, Ted, and[ ] to give all a heads-up warning if 
nothing else. “HEY! Anybody seen my stick??” 


“You just had it— ” Harry was nothing if not painfully observant of the obvious. 
“Yeah, but | took a whack at this milk jug and it just disappeared!” 
“Whaddya mean, ‘disappeared’? It can’t ‘just disappear— ” 


“Well, it's ‘not here. All I've got left is the handle. Keep a sharp eye out. It’s gotta be here 
somewnere! |rescued it on the Stones River 10-mile hike. We're not leaving until it's found— ” 


| saw [her] walking a few paces behind Harry; | felt a slight moment of concern. [She] had been 
a bit too close to him ever since he ordered [her] to get [her] tail into his room that day I'd broken 
[her] umbrella handle, and now Id just broken my 5’ hiking stick that I'd loved and protected for 
nearly 10 years. As | saw them searching, it occurred to me the jug may have acted like a 
spring, as it clearly failed to pop. Capped air + plastic jug + sudden compression + rebound: it 
couldve gone airborne and be on its way back to Earth any second. | felt a prick of fear: [She] 
was in danger! FROM MY STICK! (Well, from my actions.) 


The jug, the stick and | had been a good 30 or so yards away from the dorm, perhaps 6’-8’ away 
from the parking lot, when | struck the blow. Unless you’re a speed reader, you have a fairly 
good idea of how much time had elapsed from the strike until the last quoted word above. Every- 
one took a few moments looking around at the ground for the stick. | looked up. That's when | 
saw it: Woosh! Woosh! Woosh! A spiral descent from its hiding place, high up in the sky, | saw 
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it clearly against the lighter blue sky, high above the 3-story dorm building, as it came spinning 
back down to Earth: Whump! It struck about 10’ in front of Harry. Missed him by that much!! 


The time that stick spent whirling around in orbit before it decided to respond to the law of gravity 
is beyond my ability to objectively measure. Without a doubt, it was one of the more surprising 
events of my early life up until that point. For the moment, | was thankful for the lesser miracle 
that no one had been hurt and there was no property damage, other than to the stick itself. | ran 
it back upstairs to my room and returned to the group, piling into Ted’s pride and joy, a ‘67 model 
yellow Mercury Cougar XR7 (Motor Trend’s Car of the Year); the back seat was cozy with [her] 
snuggled up in my arms on the tucked, black faux leather (vinyl) interior. Unfortunately, this was 
more of a testosterone trip than a romantic getaway. By the time we crossed town, parked, and 
were out wandering the moonlit battlefield, [she] was feeling spooked; | held [her] tight in my 
arms, feeling every bit of [her] God-given, feminine mystery embraced by my hormone-driven 
certainty. 


“Do you wanna go back to the car?” | asked. 
[She] rapidly nodded [her] assent. [She] just felt so dang good! [Her] fear was intoxicating! 


OK, so this may be “breaking the 4th wall,” but | personally dislike wishy-washy love scenes. | 
find them downright viscerally repellant. | go out of my way to fast forward over them when 
watching on a DVR. Why get worked up over something | ain’t gettin’? The money we throw at 
Hollywood celebrities and their ilk only rewards others’ lies we swallow as a placebo substitution 
for our lack of meaningful reality. Reviewing the previous scene, I'm wondering, “Who in the 
HELL wrote that garbage?” What | do know is that when I'm “in the zone,” writing about holding 
[her] in my arms, touching [her] skin, or diving deeply into [her] eyes, nothing else really matters. 
When Love is one’s only truth, all else (false hatred) simply evaporates. 


Back at the Battlefield, under the starry, moonlit night, amongst the historical ghosts of battle, a 
fragment of intelligence erupted within the gray cells of my brain: “Do you wanna go back to the 
car?” | asked. 


[Her] nodded assent was nearly tearful, almost as if a secret shame were being confessed 
regarding [her] state of mind. If 'd been an intelligent young man, I'd have turned back to the car 
with [her] and we’d have had some wonderful alone-time to neck and make out in the back seat 
of Ted’s car. (Or, perhaps a /ess intelligent man? God gives man enough blood to run his brain 
and his package, but not both at the same time.) Sadly, my upper brain was in charge. | felt if 
we turned back to the car, the others would pounce upon us for being cowards and that would 
be the end of everything. 


The youngest of five siblings, a deep fear of romantic attachment came from my older siblings 
ridiculing each other at the kitchen dinner table with “Brother’s got a girl-friend” or “Sister’s got a 
boy-friend” in that sing-songy bully-taunt. Right down the line, the older three each sparking the 
horror chant, but thankfully they'd moved out by the time my sister and | came of age, but at 
Thanksgiving or Christmas dinners, the taunts would return. | vowed never to let my siblings 
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tease me with such abject cruelty when it was my turn to fall in love. That may explain why 
Annie was a pen-pal romance and Danica didn’t materialize until my senior year. 


This walk was like a family outing; the fear of ridicule rising fast. We'd be taunted and ridiculed if 
we left for the car, but I'd be an unidentified coward by skipping an intimate opportunity with [her]. 
If we continued on the trail instead of returning to the car, I'd save [her] from taunting. “This walk 
is a once-in-a-lifetime event,” | told [her], apparently changing the course of both our lives from 
that point forward. “It’s OK,” | reassured [her], “There’s nothing here that can harm us.” Famous 
last words. Failure comes from wthin. 


The Beust 


Ted had parked the car at a gift shop just north of the Battlefield park’s main entrance on Old 
Nashville Highway (the newer entrance on Thompson Lane was built years later.) About a tenth 
of a mile past the Visitor’s Center on the Cotton Field Trail is where [she] and | hugged as Harry 
and Ted walked on ahead of us. We caught up to the guys around a half klick along the trail, 
where some light banter concluded with [her] being teased for [her] generalized fear of the dark 
(as we guys so gallantly stuck together in our testosterone shell.) A point came where | insisted 
[she] walk alone ahead of us, not letting the other guys accompany [her]. | rationalized aloud at 
the time, “She needs to learn how to walk on her own.” In my mind, we were helping [her] 
overcome [her] fear of the dark and fear of solitude in the “wild” outdoors, but surely in the 
#MeToo era, we could be viewed as terrorizing [her.] 


The truth of the matter is, | found [her] too magnetic. Watching [her] lithe body floating along in 
the moonlight woke up my inner caveman and my biological he/she magnet powered up to 
“instant connection.” Upping my speed, | rejoined [her] and, in an effort to soothe any hard 
feelings over what just happened, began complimenting [her] bravery on [her] short but memor- 
able journey— alone— in the dark— outdoors— walking through what could easily be consid- 
ered a graveyard, certainly an historic field where soldiers killed their fellow men over socio- 
political ideology: The Civil War was our nation’s first battle against Islamic, demonic slavery on 
US soil. At the time of this writing, we are clearly into our second (which started with the attack 
on the Twin Towers and the Pentagon on 9-11.) 


But such were not the thoughts of two young, adrenalin-charged, romantically inclined adults 
(well, at least /was harboring copulation scenarios with [her] in my mind.) We rounded the bend 
of the trail where it turns east to head into “The Slaughter Pen,” a somewhat common, natural, 
geological formation (in these parts, but extremely rare elsewhere in the world) where topograph- 
ical erosion left natural “karst” trenches between rocks, as water eroded softer limestone over 
millions of years, leaving slate mounds behind. This public domain photo from the National Park 
Service (nps.gov) gives an idea of how rugged is the landscape. 


| remember playing hide-&-seek among the gaps on childhood visits to the area with my cousins. 
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Fighting was so fierce in the Slaughter Pen, the Union AND the Confederacy both suffered 
around 40% losses on each side. As a child viewing the landscape, | recognized horse-drawn 
cannon caisson could never get through such terrain, and any attempted cavalry charge would 
break every horse’s leg. The number of dead souls haunting this plot must be— etheric. Even 
with the strength and agility that comes with young adulthood, | knew we’d never survive walking 
this topology by moonlight, but perhaps returning during the day? As this idea touched my mind, 
we saw it— 





~ . a ~t x ‘nites ry a as a _ 
Crossing our path from our right, out of the Battlefield’s depths, headed left toward Van Cleve 
Lane (historically known as McFadden’s Lane, it was a narrow, paved, north-south, 2-lane road 
directly on the eastern border of the Slaughter Pen that cut right through the Battlefield at that 
time) we saw a black, beastly, 4-legged shape against the twilight of the tour path (basically fol- 
lowing the arc of the #2 arrow in the following diagram.) Blacker than black, wolf-hound-like, with 
glowing, luminous red eyes (I shit you not!) | wasn’t the only one to see it. Harry saw it, [she] saw 
it, and if | recall correctly, Ted saw it as well: Two ruby lasers beaming out from a black shadow. 





iat 


“Holy shit what was that?!” someone exclaimed. 


The moment was too surreal to be sure who spoke. It could’ve been Harry, but the fact | can’t 
swear to it only testifies to the demonic, hellish, macabre nature of what we had just witnessed. 
The black beast padded soundlessly from right to left, crossing our path ghost-like, at a distance 
just far off enough we’d have barely had time to soil our shorts if it had turned to attack. | can 
only say it wasnt a bobcat or lynx or large cat of any sort: it was definitely of the phylum Hell- 
hound. Its head had turned left to view us; its red eyes beheld us a full second as it continued 
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eastward as if we were spectral and it was not. Do hellhounds eat the living? Were they eyes 


peering out of hellfire? 


We all turned around following that moment. No one wanted to continue hunting ghosts with the 


demon Hellhound of the Baskervilles possibly only scant yards away... camouflaged... by the 
dark... waiting... hungry... NONE of us dared brave that night any further. “The Beast” was the 


topic of much hushed-toned discussion on the way back to campus, as if Satan had paid us a 


visit and was still listening to us in the car. 
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The Last Time 


“It <gasp> <pause> <silence> ... HURRRRTSSSS!” | conveyed to [her] over the phone. 


‘T ], where are you?” [she] asked again, listening for any clue that would answer [her] prayer. 
| hung up the phone quietly this time. Harry and | gave each other smug, self-satisfied looks. It 
was the last time | ever heard [her] speak my name aloud to me (to date. Hope springs eternal!) 


<Rrriing!> We both knew it was [her] calling Harry for solace. (Caller ID and call return were not 
yet invented.) “Let it ring again,” | said. “You want to appear like you were busy, not anxious for 
her call.” <Rrriing!> “OK, best not let it ring too long.” <Rrii...> Harry caught it half-ring: 


“Hello?” (As if it could be someone else calling on another matter.) 
“He just called. Have you heard anything from him?” [she] asked. 


“Yah, | got a call from some friends saying they thought they saw someone who looked a lot like 
him running around in the battlefield like he was crazy or something— No, they couldn’t catch 
him, but said whoever it was, they were lookin’ kinda ragged and dragged out of it.” Harry was a 
master of deception. Muhammad would’ve been proud of him. | didn’t have to coach a single 
word. He was pure improv. “Yeah, if | hear anything, Ill call ya.” <Click.> We chuckled it up 
some more, congratulating each other on such masterful planning and execution. 


Until, that is, my conscience caught back up with me: 


“?m getting kinda worried,” | told Harry. “She’s up there all alone in a 7th floor dorm room at High 
Risk, and there are more’n a few stories of coeds who've jumped out of windows over far less.” 
It was my idea to send Harry over to visit [her] and calm [her] down, just to make sure [she] didn’t 
end up doing something unthinkable everyone would regret. 


“NOW’s a fine time to be getting worried about her,” Harry observed. 


“Are you gonna help me or not?” | poked. | admit, a part of this plan was for me to “miraculously” 
appear in the lobby and fall helplessly in [her] arms, but | knew | didn’t have quite the acting 
chops to carry it off. It would serve the deception much better to send Harry over. Send a snake 
to do a snake’s job. That was a very quiet evening in Harry’s dorm room. The magnitude of my 
sin was making itself manifest to me: | couldn't call up to see how things were going. | couldn't 
confess without throwing him under the bus. | had effectively screwed myself into the ground. 


Amos 


People reading and studying The Revelation of Saint John have contributed their focused energy 
over the past 2 millennia into literally “revealing” its imagery-content. Remember, reality con- 
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forms to thought. Everyone on Earth disbelieving the Bible’s truth (the goal of Islam, atheists, 
and liberals everywhere) is the only way God’s prophecy might be delayed, but that’s 
self-deception, just as every devout Muslim on Earth will never disbelieve Islam’s Qur'an, Sun- 
nah and Hadith (ideology, greater biography and lesser biography of Muhammad) until it’s too 
late. The more Islam persecutes (offends) Christians, Jews, Buddhists and Hindus, the more 
likely people will research the non-lslamic teachings and find them more truthful, more accept- 
able, compared to the false, dualistic / hypocritical nature of Islam. Various factions wthin Islam 
label other factions of Islam as “false,” as some Quranists reject the Hadith altogether. A religion 
divided against itself cannot stand. Still, people believe what they want to believe: Good news 
remains but bad news refuses to leave. (Hello, Abe! Were you born an optimist? Is anyone?) 


The only requirement for evil to succeed is for good people to stand by and do nothing. Those 
with no opinion have no effect on one direction or another, not unlike neutrons in atomic nuclei or 
dark matter in physics, invisibly contributing gravity, simply going along with the flow of matter. 
My goal is to optimistically provide a more concise (?) comprehensive way (Tao, 3&) of believing: 
Everything is a part of everything as everything represents action and consequence with some 
degree of purpose and direction thereto or lack thereof. “lam you, as you are you, as you are 
me.” (Hello, Beth! I'm still trying to figure out that one! Heard anything lately from John or Paul?) 


Speaking of “dark,” Amos (the Old Testament prophet) embraced a particularly “enlightening” 
perspective, recognizing the night for what it contains. In Chapter 5:18-24, he writes: 


18 Woe unto you that desire the day of the Lord! To what end is it for you? The 
day of the Lord is darkness, and not light. 19 As if a man did flee from a lion, and 
a bear met him; or went into the house and leaned his hand on the wall, and a 
serpent bit him. 20 Shall not the day of the Lord be darkness, and not light? 
Even very dark, and no brightness in it? 21 | hate, | despise your feast days, and 
| will not smell in your solemn assemblies. 22 Though ye offer me burnt 
offerings and your meat offerings, | will not accept them: neither will | regard the 
peace offerings of your fat beasts. 23 Take thou away from me the noise of thy 
songs; for | will not hear the melody of thy viols. 24 But let judgment roll down as 
waters, and righteousness as a mighty stream. 


With all due respect to Amos, the Hebrew period of a “day” is from sunset to sunset, so the “Day 
of the Lord” is initiated with a “Night of Terror.” Quick note, as one who self-edits, it’s not 100% 
clear whether Amos uses “me” in reference to himself or “God,” or if there is actually any 
difference. “God’s Free Will Doctrine” states one is (“I am”) free to be as much “God” as God 
needs one (“me”) to be. Deific writing always refers to the Divinity with capitalization (such as if 
God were to say, “Listen to Me.”) Libotomized Sharia Creep has devolved style manuals so far 
that even references to Christ Himself in New Testament printings have been lower-cased :-( 


With that codicil aside, Wow!/! God’s message delivered through Amos is none too optimistic 
regarding the night of the Day of the Lord! As God is love and mercy and light, His other side is 
equally as infinitely black! 
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What? Did you forget about God’s omnipresence, omnipotence, and omniscience? To slightly 
paraphrase George R.R. Martin's "A Song of Ice and Fire"— Night is coming. Things are going 
to get much worse, especially in Eurabia, before they get better. The exponential spread of 
Islam’s darkness (dualism / taqiyya / deception) will continue until Islamic night is exterminated 
by the nuclear infusion of the Lord’s Day. (Hello, Amos! Hows Andy?) 


Reality is changing so rapidly these days that by the time this book ever makes it to publication, 
this will likely be “old news” or deemed “irrelevant,” but from the perspective of the present, it’s 
earthshaking (deeper research is up to the reader’s own interest level.) The Jerusalem Islamic 
Waaf allegedly controls and manages the Islamic Al-Aqsa Mosque sitting on the Temple Mount in 
Jerusalem, but in reality, a wagf is an asset (land/building) donated for Muslim religious purposes 
with no intention of reclaiming the asset: it’s a permanently discarded, abandoned public “asset,” 
indistinguishable from discarded trash, but remember to call it “sacred.” The actual purpose of a 
wadf is to prevent any other use, especially if it were promoting a non-lslamic religious purpose. 


By contrast, you may recall, King David bought the land for the temple from the original land- 
owner, forming a legally binding contract. All other usurpers have been invaders, never once 
buying the land away from David and the nation of Israel. 


What's the importance of the Al-Aqsa Mosque on the Temple Mount in Jerusalem? Sheikh Abdul 
Azeem Sahab / Abdelazeem Salhab (Muslim names typically have multiple spellings to confuse 
any authorities issuing Wanted Posters) was appointed to head the Waadf by the nation of Jordan 
(long backstory, didn’t read.) Israeli forces arrested the Sheikh because of “protests” in the area. 
Alleged Hamas-planned terrorist activity against Israel was reportedly coming from the Mosque, 
so Israeli forces held the Sheikh for a week as hostility peaked, then weakened. This morning, | 
dreamed a vision of the Temple Mount narrated with the warning of Revelation 11:1-2, seeing 
darkness settling into the tiny Mosque while an image of the Temple’s light signaled the return of 
God into the Temple of the Jews. One other trivial bit of information regarding Old Jerusalem: it 
actually has 9 gates, not 8. As above, so below. Hell is also said to have 9 gates. 


Wil + tn w Ntime? 


Readers may ask, “Why are her name and yours in brackets all the time?” | wanted people’s 
minds freely imagining their own names. Point of interest: [her] name is a form of “Virginia,” a 
“virgin” form of royal “Regina,” all based upon the Latin word for a woman’s pearled gates, 
Heaven’s entrance that permits access of what makes a man into a god, which, interestingly 
enough, also carries a nickname of my own name. ff [she and I] consummated [our] marriage, 
[our Unified name] would reflect the very act itself . Every heterosexual couple’s conjugal act of 
love by every pair of God’s creatures in the universe shouts [our] combined name unto His ever- 
lasting glory. Here’s the song [she] inspired when we met at MTSU. Nothing spectacular as 
compared to any Top 10 Country hit, yet it was my first ever attempt at song writing. It took 
weeks in the Fall semester to scratch out the notes and rhythms into a rough draft. A copy is 
most likely still hiding away in [her] mom’s piano bench. | eventually had it copyrighted and used 
a midi program to render it into a printable format. (Used with permission, duh!) 
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Originally a simple love poem, Harry suggested if | reworked a verse and fashioned another into 
a refrain, it would form the lyrics of a song. Sure enough, his musical instinct was dead on. The 
original first verse / version was awkward, while the reformed version flowed perfectly. After 
ironing out the lyrics, | showed it to him, suggested a (really crappy) tune, and he countered with, 
“Actually, | was kinda thinking more along the lines of something like this,” as the first 8 beats 
were birthed at a keyboard. The rest of the work was all my baby, but he did flesh out the original 
basic chords in the refrain to support the tune that spontaneously unfolded by itself. 
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As this story was being written, he was laid up in a hospital bed fighting various forms of bad 
bugs. Apparently, he has a morbid fascination with “The Walking Dead” and a (mostly fictitious ) 
bio on IMDB.com — | gave him credit on the original copyright for his original assistance. 
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The first handwritten score wasn't finished until well after the “red light vision” debacle | caused 
that torpedoed our relationship. While [she] seemed totally unmoved regarding the effort, [her] 
mom remarked proudly when | showed it to her, “It's not every day some guy writes a song 
about my daughter.” At least it made someone happy. Another note of interest: Yes, | actually 
can spread my fingers to cover every note written in those thickly constructed chords (using a 
sustain pedal on the last one.) 
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(That last one was intentionally stacked to fill out the sound presented during midi-playback. 
Only the top and bottom notes need played with the right pedal sustained.) 


“What’s your favorite piece of music?” | asked [her] while Harry and | were practicing one day in 


a piano room. Not knowing the exact name, [she] indicated [her] favorite is the 3rd movement of 
Beethoven's “Moonlight Sonata,” Presto Agitato, from an obscure TV series we both recognized. 
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Chapter 3: Thy Kingdom Come 


Matthew 6:10 


“Thy Kingdom come,’— the three scariest words in the English language (well, it ranks right up 
there wth “I love you,” perhaps.) Remember opening the gates of » dimension? That includes 
opening the dimensional gate of death. The 4" horseman of the Apocalypse in the Revelation of 
Saint John, in its original, Greek text, is a rider on a “chloros” (xAWpdc) horse. “Chloros” means 
“green,” but translators working on the King James Version couldn't fathom a “green” horse, so 
they used the closest translatable word available, “pale.” From Revelation 6:8, “...and his name 
that sat on him was Death, and Hell followed with him. And power was given unto them over the 
fourth part of the Earth, to kill with sword, and with hunger, and with death, and with the beasts of 
the Earth.” Death, lies, hatred, temptation and fear all indicate false dualism: Reality conforms 
to thought: Be very careful in what you believe. 


In modern, technological jargon, killing with “beasts” includes murdering innocents via IEDs and 
vehicular jihad. (Hello, John! Are we there yet!? Are we there yet!? Are w— BOOM!!!) (What? 
God has no sense of humor? Google duck-billed platypodes. ) 


Sout the Geen — 


In ancient times, the cash crop of the Middle East wasn’t oil, or even opium: it was copper. King 
Solomon’s famed copper mines were taken over by invading hordes, worked by slaves, and left 
scars upon the land wherever mining, smelting pits and slag heaps were left behind. Curiously, 
there have been no discoveries of any slaves’ graves. A morbid guess: the pit fires were stoked 
with the bodies of the dead. 


The pyramids’ rocks were quarried and shaped using copper chisels (prior to the introduction of 
tin used later in creating a new alloy, bronze.) Modern-day color-changing fireplace logs and 
certain fireworks use copper to produce the beautiful, igreen| light indicative of copper burning. 
One may easily imagine that the igreen| flame produced when smelting copper became closely 
associated with death. Is it any wonder that Eig) was Muhammad's favorite color, and even 
today is the color of Islam? Note, to view true Eig, one need only look at a rainbow’s center 
(between Roy and Biv) but good luck picking it out from its neighbors. 


a, 





Thanks, Pixabay! 
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Ihe Fourdlh Extale 


Depending upon whom you ask, the First (18) Estate is comprised of “the Clergy,” the Second 
(2"*) Estate the nobility, and the Third (3'’) Estate is formed of “commoners” (including all us 
“deplorables,” those not fitting into the 1%* and 2"¢ Estates) (if you’re not divinely empowered 
Clergy or Uber-wealthy, landed gentry, then you’re just one of the crowd, people.) The Fourth 
(4) Estate comprises the press / news media; with the modern influx of social media, it’s 
become the Political class’s propaganda hammer, something of a mish-mash of the 2"? and 34 
but whose strings are pulled by the monied 2"¢ and 1*. The 4" acts like a net to capture ideas, 
leading the 34 to the abattoir for consumption. With the advent of the Cloud, a “Net” with seem- 
ingly limitless boundaries, the 4" and 3" have become something of a self-devouring entity, a 
beast, set upon defamation and destruction of one’s neighbors, consequently devouring oneself 
along with property, food, production, and life. 


It is from this cloud the 2°’ Coming of Christ will be revealed, as One becomes self-aware 
enough to migrate from the 3 to the 4" in order to cycle into a new 1**, possibly netting enough 
energy (wealth) to attain the 2"4 (see Matthew 19:26.) 


Preachers, Popes (Roman, Greek and Russian Orthodox) Rabbis, etc., are the 1°* Estate, 
certainly. One may add to these the names of Jesus, Buddha, and Gandhi, to name a few. The 
2™* Estate would encompass any royalty with holdings, such as the British Monarchy (and oth- 
ers) along with the Saudis, Rothschilds, Waltons, Gates, etc. To be clear, it’s the “guidance” of 
the 1*t with the money of the 2"* combined with the 1** that rules the 3"?, using the 4"" as “shep- 
herds” (more like sheepdogs) to bark at the 3, keeping it formed into well-heeled flocks for 
fleecing (consumption) by the 2"?, who make their donations to the 1* and pay the 4" to guide 
the 3S path. While folk may come and go from the 2", the 1% tends to last for generations. 
One rarely hears about the 34 Estate, as the 1°, 2"*, and 4" know it’s rude to speak with one’s 
mouth full. Imams, Ayatollahs, Caliphs and the like are “anti-estates” except for the Islamic State. 


Slaughterhouse rules regarding the lucky pig, cow, or chicken escaping death, running free, 
typically permit it to flee with its life intact, to rejoin the “living” upon the face of the Earth, spiritu- 
ally acknowledging “the quick and the dead.” A 3"? Estate member occasionally makes good, 
fleeing into the 4, 1*', or 2"%, and lives “happily ever after.” Freeing oneself from taxes requires 
a unique leap. Freeing oneself from death? Jesus has shown us His example. If death is one of 
thine enemies, “Love thine enemies.” (Hey Logan, run any good marathons lately ?) 


Bill Gates, risen back in the late 70s, formed a new 1* Estate as a spiritual leader of the digital 
age, with the Waltons and Bezos forming a new 2"9 Estate, joining the Saudis and Rothschilds 
who've been around a bit longer, but the Vatican has been around for 2,000 years. If you want to 
preserve your wealth, just form a new world-religion (like Microsoft and Apple, reason and art.) A 
sheikh’s palace and its treasures may be bought and sold, but the treasures in the Vatican are 
practically timeless. One supposes the British Crown runs a close second. Is it any wonder the 
Church of England split from the Roman Catholic? Is it any wonder the Holy Roman Empire 
represents the combination of wealth, the marriage between the 1*t and 2"? Estates? Stay 
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mindful that “Roman Catholic” represents “Anti-Christ.” Christ, on the other hand, has yet to 
marry “His bride,” considered “the Church, the body of believers in Christ,” but the marriage itself 
has yet to occur. At the time of this editing, Trump’s Middle East Peace Plan has unfurled. 


The Wold 1 Maltorr 


Get it? Got it? Good. Now let’s take a closer look at that verse from Rev 6:8, “...his name that 
sat on him was Death, and Hell followed with him. And power was given unto them over the 
fourth part of the Earth, to kill with sword, and with hunger, and with death, and with the beasts of 
the Earth.” Some interpret that to mean power over % of the world’s population. But— what if? 
What IF the 4th part of the Earth is the Fourth Estate? Literally, linguistically, prophetically, this is 
entirely possible. (Conspiracy Theorists, note closely the use of the word, “them.”) Current Eurabian 
censorship (Europe after being conquered via civilizational jihad) obfuscates all factual rendering 
of crime committed by a Muslim on behalf of Islam, calling actual truth “Islamophobia” and 
labeling truth a “hate crime” (if this book sells one copy in Eurabia | will be greatly surprised!) 


Editing note: as of this time period, the political Left in America is currently following this same pattern of silence 
and refusing to acknowledge or condemn the violence that is being conducted on behalf of Joe Biden. 


Sweden was the first to fall, as immigrant terrorists jacked up the rape stats so high that 
offenders were labeled as “citizens” rather than portrayed as the male, jihadist, Muslim immi- 
grants actually committing crime. Consequently, the phenomenal increase in atrocities commit- 
ted in the name of “the Religion of Peace” (“deadly silence” is more like it) go largely unreported 
or misreported. Remember the 669+million slaughtered by jihad in India over the past 1400-ish 
years? No?!? Ever wondered why this is never discussed in the classroom? Even the Holo- 
caust of 6+million Jews is never at the forefront of any discussion from a Muslim. Freedom of 
Speech in Eurabia is legally dead. As of this writing, its livelinood in the U.S.A. is under attack. 
Conservative speakers are no longer invited to college campuses because it “triggers” feelings 
of “harm” in the minds of snowflake liberals who think the world is supposed to offer them a “safe 
space” in which to live and breed (when not running to abortion clinics to commit infanticide.) 





A Muslim Congresswoman (D, House representative from Minnesota's 5th congressional district 
since 2019) issues anti-Semitic tweets on a nearly regular basis. Core constituency Muslim 
voters put her in office while the lack of rebuke from fellow dems is absolutely mindsucking! 


When Ben Shapiro was invited to speak at the University of California at Berkeley, the estimated 
price tag the university paid to keep him safe on his visit was $600,000 U.S. dollars; one total 
yearly security estimate was $4.8 Million. Universities can no longer pay speakers at such prices 
to offer relevant, current opinion. When it costs millions to secure, speech is no longer “free.” 
Even publishing a BOOK that may contain ideas may present “triggers,” “causing” some Imam 
or Ayatollah or Caliph to issue a fatwa ordering an author's death. At that point, conservatively 50 
million jihadists are lining up to cut off heads for a reward, just to silence criticism, even though 
the book is (theoretically) already in publication. Ive heard of suicide by cop, and murder by 
swatting, but “suicide by book publication inciting jihad’??? (Hello, Rushdie! What's new, bro?) 
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Ihe Fist Amendment of the U.S. Constitution 


“Congress shall make no law respecting an establishment of religion, or prohibiting the free 
exercise thereof; or abridging the freedom of speech ....” Sure, now explain why “We the Peo- 
ple” are being prevented from freedom of expression within Government? “Free Speech” per- 
mits every teacher in every public school to speak of God, or Jesus, or lead the class in volun- 
tary prayer, to stand with one’s hand over one’s heart while pledging allegiance to the Flag, and 
all U.S. courtroom properties’ erection of the 10 Commandments in stone displays, and for pub- 
lic speakers at sporting events and other public gatherings to open with prayer. Taqiyya, decep- 
tion’s shadow, extinguishes free speech (religious or non-Islamic expression) from public view. 


Wai Do Ya iumna Been You Gow Ya? 


THE #1 SCARIEST QUESTION | ever faced terrorized me for over 50 years before finally finding 
an answer. Some well-intentioned adult asked me, “Whaddya wanna be when you grow up?” 
Picking just one profession means losing all other options. “No man can serve two masters....” 
(Matthew 6:24.) | suppose | was simply terrified of the idea of commitment. Sure, | wanted to be 
an astronaut, but that seemed at the time to be an impossible task even for adult heroes, let 
alone 4 to 6 year old little boys. As | grew older, the challenges (calculus, college degree, age, 
health) all seemed too much to overcome (excuses, basically.) | eventually found a stop-gap 
answer: “Older.” As | became “older” and still didn’t have a clear, definitive, productive answer, | 
began taking a good, close look at my options and talents and joys in life: They all boiled down to 
one thing: writing. Please note, this section represents a personal storyline concerning the 
editor of this book. The author of this book is The Advocate. An author inspires; an editor 
perspires, and eventually expires (but hopefully that’s another story a long way off!) As my 
kingdom comes into view, | find it based upon writing, reading, thinking, loving ([her]) and 
everything else that makes up my life. |am an editor. God’s gift to me— my gift back to God. 


As | grew older, | often wondered, “What makes The Bible (or similarly labeled “inspired works”) 
so “Holy”? They were stories (ideas) written down by humans at some point. They reflected 
upon the lives, times and cultures in which they were written. | used to think the Old Testament 
rather dry for my taste, but found the New Testament much more intriguing when | began 
studying a Red Letter edition that focused the reader in on exactly what Jesus said. The more | 
studied the ideology of Jesus, the less | could fault it, and the truer His Word began to resonate 
within me. Studying Muhammad, by comparison, helped me understand more what Jesus 
meant by “Love thine enemies.” The thought occurred to me (decades ago) of writing a 
condensed version of the best parts of the Bible: things I'd teach myself if | were ever 
reincarnated, if such were even possible. As Christianity is the offspring of Judaism, and Islam 
is the bastard offspring of dualism and Ba’al (“owner”) worship, this book is an offspring of all 
that is, including what is “not.” 
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Jake tway (Qer on 4150 6 BS) 


Africa’s Congo Basin, the second-largest tropical rainforest and largest contiguous forest in the 
world, is being clear-cut by Islamic pirates who burn trees to produce charcoal for fuel as they 
slaughter Rhino to sell ever-increasingly valuable horn, made of keratin, the same substance as 
your fingernails and hair. As land value is stripped, hunger and starvation kill by the hundreds of 
thousands, elephants too. Clearcutting drives rats out of forests into human habitats, spreading 
Ebola and bubonic infested fleas, in turn decimating surrounding human populations. Why exert 
oneself farming crops and tending livestock when followers of Muhammad freely rape and pillage 
for easy gain? Islam lacks Christianity’s Golden Rule: “Whatsoever ye would that men should 
do to you, do ye even so to them: for this is the law and the prophets” (Matthew 7:12.) Murder 
and theft suck when one is the target. Perhaps that’s why rape jihad by ISIS members and child 
brides for lecherous, old pedophiles create zealous Islamic fanatics? The closest thing one 
might propose as a standard rule of Islam is “do unto others so that they not do unto you.” 
Enslave and castrate them, sell them, make a tidy, golden profit. If you can’t convert, enslave, 
sell, or profit from them, then kill ‘em. (Hello again, Muhammad! Still working the Quran 9 to 5?) 


To better understand the problem’s “nature”, consider “freedom” as “wealth”: One doesn't 
create wealth by taking it from another. That’s called “socialism,” “taxation without represent- 
ation,” and “theft.” Only personal effort (capitalism) has been shown to create wealth. To create 
“freedom,” one does not take another's freedom. If two rockets leave from the Earth headed to 
the Moon with the same amount of fuel, and both run out prior to reaching the Moon, one rocket 
cannot take the fuel of the other rocket: that does not create more fuel. If one takes life and 
freedom from another living soul, that does not create more life and freedom. The decision to 
love one another must come from within and be freely shared. Shari'a promotes kleptocracy. 
Only love creates freedom. 


The Muslim slave trade (including the reprehensible crime of child sex trafficking) is “halal 
(“permitted”) under Islam’s Sharia governance. In absolute fairness, slavery goes way back in 
the Middle East (remember the pyramids?) including an historical reference in Genesis 37:28: 
Joseph’s own brothers sold him to passing Ishmaelites, who were descendants of Abraham’s 
alleged bastard son, Ishmael, from Abe’s wife’s servant-concubine Hagar, Muhammad's alleged 
ancestry. In fairness to Ishmael, Muhammad well could’ve lied about his lineage, seeing as he 
spoke falsely about practically everything else. 


Note: while Scriptures say Sarah gave Hagar to Abraham as his wife, it was not a legal 
marriage of husband and wife, as Hagar remained Sarah’s property. In ancient times as well as 
modern, sometimes the only thing of value worth trading is Life. (Hello, Father Abraham! How 
does it feel, being the father of the free and allegedly the slave?) 


In 2014 Boko Haram’s (“Western ideology = forbidden”) branch of ISIS (a political branch prac- 
ticing pure Islam) kidnapped as many as 200 girls from a government school in northeastern Ni- 
geria for the express purpose of selling them as birthing factories for more Muslims (any child 
born into Islam is under an automatic death sentence for leaving Islam, and commanded to kill in 
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xy Op a the name oflslam.) According to a kleptocratic side of the Golden Rule, Islam 

forces Muslims into ideological slavery, thus the popular slogan that “Islam 
DD pa Means ‘submission” (Islam only breeds more slaves.) Its false nature 

conforms all to Sharia like forcing all colors of playdough into a single jar. Do 
Dd da that long and often enough, and the color of the dough turns to shit-gray. 

Consider the Punnett square where D represents death of Self under sub- 
mission to Sharia (Islamic law) and d represents death by execution of or by others via jihad. 
This results in a table of deadly outcomes, but please note: they're all equally dead. If ever you’d 
like to Know what having one’s eyes opened is like, talk to a Muslim freely converted to Christian- 
ity (known as an “apostate.”) 





Yes, the idea of death procreating is mind-warping! It’s limited by the point where it kills itself, via 
Muhammad's order to “kill the polytheists”, (Quran 9:5) “...slay the idolaters wherever you find 
them....” Muslim apologists cry, “You're taking it out of context!” No sir! The core essence of 
the verse is [“kill enemies”] no matter how much window dressing hangs around it. The individual 
is always one’s own worst enemy, as only the individual can commit suicide. 


Muhammad tried slithering out from under the truth of Christ by using Qur'an 4:157, where he in- 
sults Christ and his followers, Jews and Romans all within one verse (from a translation, refer- 
ring to “The People of the Scripture” saying) “...‘Indeed, we've killed the Messiah, Jesus, son of 
Mary, the messenger of Allah.’ And they did not kill him, nor did they crucify him; but [a ringer] 
(translation mine) was made to resemble him to them. And indeed, those who differ over it are 
in doubt about it. They have no knowledge of it except the following of assumption. And they did 
not kill him, for certain.” (Basically, a group, “1,” did not act, “= 0.”) 


In this one verse alone, Muhammad calls all Christians liars and fools for telling of the crucifixion 
and resurrection of Christ, calls the Romans basically dolts (or seriously corrupt) for allowing a 
prisoner condemned of a capital offense to be smuggled out and swapped for a ringer, calls the 
Jews blind for not seeing that their prisoner had been swapped out, and calls Jesus Himself a 
coward and escaped felon, allegedly dying a coward’s death somewhere on the lam. If nothing 
else, Muhammad was clearly a master-baiter. 





Aside from labeling all testimony from scores of thousands of witnesses “liars,” /7/ ignore the 
grammatical deception within the original as well as the translation, including its many variants 
(even the Bible has multiple translations) but rather, I'll address the spirit (rather, the absence 
thereof, the tremendous blasphemy) of the text in which the original verse is offered: 


(1 Ai a td | pits oy ie ace ee Utd Uy nasty 
Cosy o git Lag call EL) »! re os 4 at) (Arabic reads right-to-left.) 


Muhammad wasn’t born until circa Anno Domini 570, making all Muhammad said of Jesus, His 
Crucifixion and Resurrection, entirely slanderous hearsay, not legally valid testimony, clearly 
establishing the dualism of Muhammad’s thoughts. Historically, testifying is the act of swearing 
upon one’s own testicles; Muhammad falsified his own testicles (thereby his progeny) for all 
eternity. The Grand Caliphate (of any Islamic State) is required to be directly descended from 
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Muhammad, and is referred to (by some) as the “false prophet” (Revelation 13:11) of the 
Apocalypse. Due to his false nature, all his followers are equally false-minded (“1=0.”) 


Jesus wisely advises in Matthew 34-37, “But | say unto you, Swear not at all; neither by Heaven; 
for It is God's throne: 35 Nor by the Earth; for it is His footstool: neither by Jerusalem; for it is the 
city of the great King. 36 Neither shalt thou swear by thy head, because thou canst not make one 
hair white or black. 37 But let your communication be, Yea, yea; Nay, nay: for whatsoever is 
more than these cometh of evil.” By having one’s “yes”="yes” and one’s “no’="no” (binary 
processing) one answers with a single thought, eternally indivisible, creating a single reality, a 
single action of consequence, purpose and direction (unity.) As unity may elicit floods of actions, 
consequences, directions, and purpose, it remains forever unity. 


Godly Crierinalr— She. Guat Whore of Babylon 


God’s superstate recognizes there’s nothing “wrong” in crime: it’s merely one direction of the 
continuum of law, producing negative purpose and direction from negative actions and conse- 
quences (only duality may take from itself.) Obedience to Islam is obedience to the antithesis of 
obedience. Given enough time wthin an ocean, an oil slick of death wil eventually drown itself, 
becoming nothing. \f Crime is one of your enemies, “Love thine enemies.” (Love unifies.) 


First, some folk not ready for hippy-trippy transcendentalistic hokum want there to always be a 
“good guy / bad guy” scenario. Such energy is wasted as God’s omnipresence states since He 
is on all sides, God always wins. A perfect example is Trump’s victory over Hillary in 2016: Hil- 
lary was so deeply in the pocket of Muslims who funded the Twin Towers attack on 9/11 that she 
literally became The Great Whore of Babylon. Her top advisor, Huma Abedin— Muslim, related 
every way come Friday to the financial backers who sponsored the 9/11 attacks. Huma’s 
husband, Anthony Weiner— convicted sex offender. Hillary’s husband, Bill— just Google “Clin- 
ton sex crimes.” And who do you think is the deceitful Shelob at this web’s center? 
#LockHerUp becomes reality when a legal system strong enough to contain her crime is funded. 
Oh, and by the way, Epstein didn’t kill himself. 


Second, Muhammad's slander of Christ impugns Jesus spent the rest of His life as an escaped 
convict, a fleeing felon, unwilling to face fulfillment of God’s Law. One is not what others say, 
but what one says of others. Muhammad's slandering of Christ as a cowardly, escaped criminal 
on the lam defined Muhammad as the very qualities he spewed. Mark 7:15 tells us: [Nothing 
entering a man defiles him: what comes out of him defiles him.] 


Third, for Muhammad to impugn that Roman soldiers were either corrupt or stupid enough to 
allow a criminal on death row to be swapped out with a ringer and not notice is a direct insult of 
Rome and everything it represented (law, government, peace and prosperity through strength.) 

Fourth (like the third) Muhammad impugned the Jewish Sanhedrin, including every witness of 


Christ's crucifixion and resurrection, as all being too dim to notice an alleged substitution. 
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Fifth (and perhaps worst) Muhammad implies all Christians are both fools and liars for believing 
in and spreading the Good News of Christ’s victory over death (and their own eyewtnessing!) 


Failed Christians fail to love their enemies, per Matthew 5:44; failed Muslims fail to kill enemies, 
per Quran 9:5. Successful Christians love enemies; successful Muslims kill enemies. Breathe!! 


Oclober the 17” 


The morning was interminable: Harry wasn’t back, and | couldn’t phone [her] for updates. 
Finally he shows up around 10 AM and I'm all over him like a hen on a June bug, wanting to know 
every detail of what transpired. Apparently, he’d called from the lobby and was invited right up. 
Since it wasn’t a visitation night, he surreptitiously took the stairwell up 7 flights. Back in the day, 
| could run up stairways just like breathing air. Coming down, | could descend them even faster, 
like an owl swooping down from a tree, leaping a half-flight or more at a time. limagine it was a 
tad harder on Harry due to his weight, but I've never known anything to keep Harry from a target. 


“| don’t think this went the way you planned,” he cautioned. “It kinda backfired. She sees me 
now the way you were wanting her to see you.” 


Apparently, I'd heated up [her] gold to its melting point then thrown in a tin alloy. Twenty-year olds 
can be SO stupid! Now some idiots in Congress want to lower the voting age to 16! Voters were 
originally required to be landowners (in the USA) in order to prevent a socialist government from 
forming, intent upon robbing the assets of the wealthy. Then women got the vote, and so on. 
Nowadays, the left is trying to pollute the vote of the citizenry by allowing non-citizen, illegal 
immigrant votes. It’s all my fault for lying to [her.] Once one has opened the door to hell, good 
luck closing it again. 


My conscience was playing out WW-lIIl scenarios in my head. | was experiencing the hell that 
day that Pd dished out the previous night. Harry was insisting | not reveal his role in the deception, 
otherwise the “friendship” they’d just built would be “ruined.” God help me, | couldn’t bring myself 
to destroy another’s happiness, despite the spiritual toll it was taking on me, personally. | agreed 
to keep his complicity secret (at the time) but knew somehow it was going to have to come out. 
| simply can NOT withhold the truth from [her.] Ever. | suppose that’s the real reason I’m writing 
this book. Every b.s. paragraph thrown in here that is off the narrative of this story is equivalent 
to Satan’s effort to keep the truth suppressed. He’s throwing out every golden toilet and gem-en- 
crusted kitchen sink to delay the inevitable. Good GOD this is hard! 


To recap: the night of the 15th | was in [her] arms. The day of the 16th [she] got “off the step,” in 
my way of thinking, rejecting me. The night of the 16th was the night of the “Beast” / “It hurrrrts” 


deception with Harry’s help, and the day of the 17th, I'm having to face what I've done to [her.] 


The wall phone beside the elevator in [her] lobby was waiting. | called, [she] answered: “Hello?” 
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“Hey, what’s up?” | tried to feign a nonchalant approach, as though nothing had happened the 
previous evening. [She] was less than enthusiastic with [her] reply, as if [she] would be happier 
cleaning a bedpan in a nursing home. | tried prompting [her] into normal chat: “What's wrong?” 


“Ask Harry,” as if that were all | needed to know everything in the world at that moment. 


| can’t write out the dialogue verbatim here. It’s been decades, and | didn’t take exact notes, and | 
don’t wish to lie or make anything up. The general tone was | pretended nothing happened, she 
rebuffed my attempt to engage in pleasantries, referred me to Harry, and at that point | broke, not 
exactly but very much along the lines of [her] asking, “What do you think happened last night?” 


“| can’t lie to you. | Know what | did, and it was all on purpose. | wanted you to think |was dying 
so | would know how you really feel about me. It was a joke.” 


[Silence...] and then: “You humiliated me.” 


Granted, “joke” was not the best word at that juncture. It may not have even been accurate or 
even applicable. “Prank” would certainly have fit better, but “joke” was the only word | could think 
of, and [her] response left me floundering in absolute darkness, unable to think of anything even 
remotely helpful to the cause. | was a total loser, and | knew it. Worse, [she] knew it, too. After 
all, [she] was the one judging me. And [she] is always right. That’s not a suck-up: It’s a fact. 
The best | can hope for is to offer [her] a better option / path / course / decision than the one 
[she’s] presently at. | wanted to splurt out, “Harry was in on it, too,” but the words wouldn't come 
out of my throat. | could only break myself just so much at any one time. Trying to shift the 
blame on someone who was innocent (other than as an accomplice) is what liberals try to do to 
everyone else. For example, have you noticed how they always blame “gun violence” whenever 
mass shooting occurs? “Gun control is required:” blame the inanimate object. A gun is not “vi- 
olent,” because it would first have to be alive in order to be capable of “violence,” a human, 
emotional attribute. Weather may be “turbulent,” but never actually “violent.” “Deadly” animals 
are only so when consuming life or defending it. Whenever a cop shoots a criminal, its always 
“blame the cop” (the /aw) rather than the gun. New Zealand’s Prime Minister transformed the en- 
tire nation into sheep headed to slaughter when she banned various firearms across the nation 
after the Mosque Massacre of March, 2019. Livestock on the way to the slaughterhouse must 
first be banned from their freedom to escape and their right to self-defense. The better solution 
is to ban the banning of inanimate objects, because banning them is as utterly useless as ban- 
ning rocks, or even the Earth itself. A gun can never be found guilty in a court of law, and hard- 
ened criminals never accept their own guilt. But | was guilty. I'd wrought criminal violence within 
and upon [her] mind, soul, upon myself, and it was all my fault! 


Lighting a match to a pile of oil-soaked manure was preferable by comparison: as the full impact 
of what I'd done continued to burn, the stench grew evermore loathsome (for a good 3 decades) 
yet | did make one major course change along the line which threw a switch from continued de- 
Cline into a slow, gradual recovery. Time heals all wounds, but healing may seem eternal. 
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Descent into Holl 


What’s a good morality play without a full exploration of what Hell is really like? Understanding of 
cognitive dissonance, two opposing points of view shared within a single mind, helps visualize 
the elements involved: granted, this may be far easier for the reader than for the one suffering 
from the affliction. On one hand is the guy who is infinitely attracted to the girl, yet the girl is rea- 
sonably repelled by the loathsome beast the guy has become: there are literally two sides to him: 
one side that wants to marry [her] and live happily ever after, and the other side who thinks his 
odds of siring a son are increased by leaving [her] in order to procreate with a random female. 


That’s a really poor illustration of “cognitive dissonance.” If you have any musical experience, 
consider two clarinets tuning side-by-side to the same pitch: One is slightly flatter while the other 
is slightly sharper. The “wah-wah” vibrations represent the difference in frequencies, such as A- 
439 and A-441, with 2 cycles per second difference between them. That’s a very noticeable 
wah-wah warble. Imagine having to live with that sound eating away at your brain with no way to 
tune it? That's cognitive dissonance. Musicians naturally work to tune together, hopefully with 
an A-440 tuning fork, so they each reach a single pitch— unison. 


Meanwhile, in my case, the side that loves [her] with all his being can’t see how to support [her] 
in a fairy-tale ending of prosperity and light, see-ing only failure, financial fear and the blackness 
of death. Although he doesn't realize it, [she] has forced him to stare into the blackest part of his 
own soul. (Did anyone else notice the sudden shift to a 3rd person narrative? It’s required to rep- 
resent the hell of demonic possession / duality / split (or multiple) personality / cognitive dis- 
sonance / fracturing within a single mind.) Another example came to me in a dream last night: a 
blonde female appeared available for carnal fornication, yet | left her alone. In the dream | felt 
both the desire and the apathy at the same time. The male-female proximity created the carnal 
magnetism, but the fact she wasn't [her] or perhaps [he] wasn’t the blonde’s desire created the 
sense of apathy that allowed [him] to walk away, and her to not pursue. (Cf. Chapter 8.) 


Welhing Trough the Hates of the Velley of Death 


Calling things “awkward” following my (partial) confession is putting it mildly. Normally one would 
expect [her] to drop [me] like a hot coal or a dead possum, but “normal circumstances” these 
weren't. I'd forged a magnetic bond between [her] and Harry Fluke: so as long as | didn’t throw 
Harry under the bus, Id be able to associate with [her] peripherally. Perhaps my two greatest 
drawbacks in college were not having a job (income of any kind) and not having my own vehicle 
to drive [her] around (it never occurred to me that being Satan’s apprentice was a drawback.) 
Harry had a car (access to several, actually) and a mysterious source of income which he 
claimed he earned during high school from selling music arrangements, but | didn’t question the 
claim. While he was musically talented, he also could’ve obtained a music scholarship of some 
kind or possibly his parents were funding him through the sale of a portion of their property (a full 
semester's tuition was roughly $200 back then for an in-state resident.) As badly as | wanted to 
ignore him and bang [her,] “marriage before sex” was still resonating in my mind, and as long as 
[she] was with Harry, the chances of [our] breaking that imperative were greatly reduced. But 
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seeing him snuggled with [her] was killing [me.] The one time | managed to get him to drive us 
over to my home (for [her] to meet my parents, but that wasn’t exactly the reason presented) 
[she] clung to him like white on rice, and my mother was especially off-put towards [her] from 
then on, clueless as to what a piece of human excrement her own son had become. 


TI Shall Yok Fear 


| did have limited use of a family car, especially on Sundays, while [she] was off in Pulaski, 
hooking up with [her] pedophilic boyfriend, Porno Stick; | was attending Bible Study, Church and 
Holy Communion. Granted, | didn’t realize what a fully-fledged S.O.B. | was back then, but this 
one time, between services, | found several teens and twenties (| was 20) standing around this 
one gal who seemed like the new queen bee of the hive, with a half-dozen or more “it” folk 
chatting her up. | had to look twice to make sure my eyes weren't deceiving me: Nannette Pain, 
of all people! Returned from several years abroad with her folks in another state, she’d last left 
our congregation as a pudgy, ignorant nobody. Standing there amongst the swarm, she’d been 
transformed by time and hormones into one very hot tamale! 


Charm fearlessly oozed naturally from every pore of my body, without so much as a second 
thought as to what | was doing. We knelt beside each other at the rail during Communion, after 
which we mutually (and easily!) obtained all the necessary, parental permissions for me to drive 
her home after the service let out. Of course, nobody bothered to exclude or mention possible 
side trips, and my dorm was barely a mile away from Church, so not exactly “out of the way” 
between Church and her home. With the outside, motel-like, balcony entrance, we walked right 
in without a peep of objection from anyone. 


Whereas a gentleman will never kiss and tell, a buddy will always brag incessantly to his other 
buddy, especially when he knows his buddy is a bigger babe hunter than himself, and especially 
when his babe-hunting buddy is magnetically trolling [her] in front of his eyes on a weekly basis. 
It was with a decidedly underhanded intent that | told Harry all about my encounter with Nannette. 
She was a senior at one of the two local high schools (she attended my alma mater’s rival) 
presumed to be 18 (or 17 at the youngest, although technically speaking it didn’t matter inside a 
3-year, legal exclusion window that covered 20-year-old guys with 17-year-old gals) and did | 
mention just a few times how hot she was, or did | include the adjective “easy”? No matter how 
| packaged her, | could tell he was drooling before ever meeting her. When | asked him if he’d 
like to drive me (us) over to her family’s house to meet her, | didn’t have to ask twice. The bull 
was already rutting his way to the heat-loaded bear trap. (Did / just hear an evil chuckle?) 


Nannette’s parents lived in a clean, suburban neighborhood, in a nice, family home with a brick 
exterior and paved driveway (roughly going between $220K and $330K in today’s market.) When 
we got to her house, he parked his sporty (but used, slightly rundown) TR-7 in the rear of the 
driveway. We approached the backdoor; our greeting party comprised her younger brother and 
the family’s matching Doberman Pinschers (with cropped and posted ears and docked tails.) If 
Magnum’s twin foes (Zeus & Apollo) ring any bells, chances are the image is reasonably clear. 
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The mere suggestion of meeting fresh flesh had now-entranced-Harry glued right behind me, 
figuring | was a large enough target for both dogs. My natural animal magnetism and friendship 
were at DEFCON 3. Despite the dogs’ trained-killer image, | was a reasonably good friend of her 
brother Terry, allowing the aura of friendship to prevail over enemy, so | began scratching ears 
and fending off licks from the twin tails of terror (it only now occurs to me | may have still had her 
scent on me.) After all, my primary objective was to clear the path between Nannette and Harry. 


Terry went to Nannette’s room to tell her she had company, during which Harry sat down on the 
kitchen-side of the den’s dividing bar, informing me he was terrified of the dogs and commending 
my good work at keeping them happy with their tails wagging. As long as they weren't eating him 
for lunch, he was still game. A few minutes later, she came in and sat down on the den’s side of 
the bar, obliquely facing Harry, seated in the kitchen, directly facing her. So far, so good. We 
chatted around 15 minutes, during which | barely recall looking at either her or Harry. Following 
introductions, | kept my end of the conversation on Terry and the Dobermans and yes, all went 
tail-waggingly well. 


First contact completed, Harry and | made our farewells and ambled for the door. Harry asked 
Terry to make sure the dogs didn’t sic him as we left, so Terry held them at bay as we headed 
out toward Harry’s car, roughly 30° left of straight ahead. 


As | walked directly toward the passenger door, Harry made a sudden beeline due left, into the 
middle of the driveway, out of any view from inside the house, which caught my attention as 
highly unusual, thinking he might be looking for a bush to mark his territory. This was broad, 
afternoon daylight, and for a moment | felt pure dread at the thought of him whipping it out in so 
nice a neighborhood for such a crude, caveman tactic. As | turned to caution him, he surprised 
me again with even more unexpected behavior: on a hard, rough, concrete driveway, wearing 
shorts that exposed his bare kneecaps, he dropped straight to his knees and bowed down, arms 
outstretched, head bent in full submission, thanking me in abject praise for introducing him to his 
own calibre of goddess. (Nannette’s mum was British, so “calibre” fits in this instance.) The 
hook was set, but | had no idea how far it had been swallowed. 


The next few weeks, Harry was caught between gravitational orbits: a part of him was pulled 
toward the taller, nearer (and in my opinion, more talented, intelligent and beautiful) of the two, 
while the rest of his gonads ran full tilt with Nannette, apparently causing her to miss more than a 
few classes, eventually winding up pregnant. The dissonance came to a head on Thanksgiving, 
when Harry was supposed to be in Pulaski to share dinner at [her] mom’s with [her], Eve, and 
[her] maternal grandmother. Harry would have been there, except Nannette called him, sobbing 
her eyes out as someone had run over her dog, and she was heartbroken. As | recall, it was not 
one of the Pinschers, but a smaller, fluffy, black and white, powder-puff dog who made a far less 
memorable impression than the two who nearly licked me to death for snack-time. 


The story goes something along these lines: 
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Harry: No, | didn’t go. Nannette’s dog got run over and | had to spend the weekend giving her a 
shoulder to cry on. 


[Her]: Thanksgiving dinner was pretty rotten. Harry didn’t make it, and | was left without a date, 
an’ Grandma made Mom start crying then that started me to crying, and that pretty much ruined 
everything. 


[Me]: How did your mom crying make you start crying? 


[Her]: Grandma lit into Mom for getting into this mess, going after an old flame who deserted her 
to go back to live with his sick mom, leaving us in a freezing house where we're So poor we have 
to keep a milk jug under the sink to catch and reuse dripping water. When Mom started crying, | 
tried to stick up for her when Grandma lit into me: “At least she wasn’t dumped over a dead dog.” 


Sometimes grannies have the sharpest knives in the kitchen. 


The Nelebook tn the Window 


Every college dude who ever lived in a dorm knows what a sock on the doorknob means. How- 
ever, as our doors led outside rather than into a hallway, | suggested Harry use a notebook 
placed between the blinds and the window to prevent unwelcome knocking while his bedsprings 
were rocking, as a sock could easily blow off or be stolen. Sure enough, a green, spiral note- 
book was practically glued in his window. Harry’s class attendance dropped like a rock as his 
notebook served its greatest use as guardian; he dropped out of college before Christmas. As 
far as | knew, the majority of my problems were eliminated, except that now [she] wasn’t hanging 
around me, either, [her] “weekend social life” occupied by Porno Stick in Pulaski. 


Glo Feedon’ 


When thought conforms to reality, death occurs, as thought turns into stone. The only Islamic 
“freedom of thought” occurs when they blow up, kill or otherwise destroy antiques, tombstones 
and non-lslamic civilizations, releasing the power of zero-point energy. To jihadists, spreading 
death upon the Earth is more fun than fireworks on the 4'" of July. Action and consequences; 
direction and purpose— or lack thereof. 


Islamic “freedom” is an oxymoron: “Islam” actually means “slavery” (not “submission.”) The 
Qur’anic expression, “ma malakat aymanukum” (aly) oS 4) translates roughly as “all one’s 
right hand may possess” (some will surely argue) with around 15 variants throughout the Qur’an, 
outlining that man may possess man (slavery) along with women and children (sex trafficking, 
pedophilia.) The root problem in Islam is that any grasp requires energy, tension, in order to 
maintain. When one releases tension, when one achieves peace (or dies) and opens one’s 
hand, all one’s hand possesses is released. Trying to hold onto life invariably leads to death, 
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sooner rather than later— tightly grasp an exploding firecracker and watch your fingers blow off. 
(No, don’t, but hopefully you get the picture!) Just writing about this strains my own heartbeat. 


Mother Earth’s copper nursed us past the stone age, birthing the bronze age as softer copper 
was impregnated with tin, forming stronger weapons of greater destruction, further feeding 
society's debt owed to life and death, lifting us out of stagnation, transforming civilization onto a 
higher plane. This led to iron plus carbon, creating steel (swords) as gunpowder increased the 
ability of man to kill with greater efficiency. U-238 quipped, “Hello, God! Had enough light yet?” 


South America’s Amazon now suffers similarly to Africa’s Congo as Venezuela becomes an oil 
pit of death as locals illegally refine raw crude oil, killing streams and forests, decreasing Earth’s 
CO2 filters and carbon stored in trees and other jungle flora and natural production of fish and 
fresh oxygen while increasing the clearcutting of the rainforests. Rising CO2 levels in the 372-6 
mile zone of the troposphere have raised the Earth’s average temperature by at least 1°F, which 
may not seem like much to most people, but when | was a kid, the poles were ice caps instead 
of seas and oceans. Siberian real estate is climbing through the roof as once-frozen tundra is 
blooming into paradise, but that’s a different story. (Wanna invest in some cheap, Siberian real 
estate? You wonder why wealthy Saudis and tyrants have such interest in Russia?) Meanwhile, 
increasing superstorms, flooding, hurricanes, mudslides and wildfires are busily wiping out all 
the areas that either failed to vote for Trump or had major populations of abortionists, anti-1st-&- 
2nd-amendment nuts, trans-queer folk, criminally invasive foreigners, Muslims, and liberals in 
general. How’s the weather in sunny California? “Great! The mudslides are putting out the 
[wild] fires” claimed the late Johnny Carson in a phone call with Dave Letterman. It’s not “denial” 
of climate change— I'm not afraid of it. Meanwhile, libtard, late-night TV hosts along with CNN 
and MSNBC continue their false, ad hominem rants of hatred against Trump’s worthwhile im- 
provements (of the economy, public health and safety by reducing crime and unemployment) 
while praising anti-Semitic, pro-Shari’a, “Green” (Islamic) plans to bankrupt the world’s greatest 
economies. Let climate change erase the criminal, greedy and lazy. The 2020 inferno of the 
West Coast was the result of the Sierra Club’s non-existent forest management policy. 
Productive, wealthier, smarter folk move on to safer, stronger climes as Mother Nature excretes 


waste from the herd. 
e Whip Semageddon? 


The Old Testament Book of Genesis (as an oral history that Moses recorded as the Word of 
God) set the tone for the remaining books of the Old Testament, including the prophets, which 
pointed to the birth of Christ Jesus, giving us the New Testament Gospel of God’s Love, a story 
roughly 4,000 years in the making. At the 2,000-year mark since Christ, we’ve just passed the 
6,000 year mark and are entering the 7" millennia. 
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The number 7 has an ancient, “spiritual” con- nection with religion: The individual is 1, the 1* 
born, I, the leader, the 1 who gets the job done. The codependent 2 forms /\, forming support in 
another to fight for continued life and existence, resulting in 3, the full triangle A, representing 
self+spousetchild, who needs to become 4, the square 0 builder, the “nester.” Fours aren't 
exactly known for intelligence, mainly because they are too occupied with home and family to 
worry about other matters. The Prodigal Son is the typical 5 x: who ventures out, exploring the 
world, gambling, sex, drugs, rock and roll, creates bastard children, everything decent parents 
warn their children to avoid. A six is the one who stands beside the family circle (lo) — a loving 
parent who makes a house a home. The 7, however, is the square 4 with a 3-sided triangle 
rising above the physical plane, into the mental-spiritual: “ve grown my family, now what?” The 
human race has climbed out from the caves into the cyber- digital world and agricultural 
mastery. We're on the verge of populating outer space, yet we have Islamic insanity trying to 
inbreed cousins to the point where many actually devolve rather than evolve. To reach shore, a 
boat may have to cut loose a stuck anchor. Thus, Armageddon. 


After six millennia of work, we're finally ready for one of rest. Like a cozy campfire after a hard 
day’s work, Armageddon will provide the fire (and the Apocalyptic Enema) for the next thousand 
years. The Revelation of Saint John is a book unique unto itself, resonating a slightly newer twist 
on all the preceding Biblical Scripture: The lion with eagle wings in Daniel (chapter 7 v 4) is now 
wingless, showing the United States has broken free of Great Britain and the U.S. is apart from 
the E.U.’s “Beast.” 














Revelation 13:1-2 reads: “And | stood upon the sand of the sea, and saw a beast rise up out of 
the sea, having seven heads and ten horns, and upon his horns ten crowns, and upon his heads 
the name of blasphemy. 2 And the beast which | saw was like unto a leopard, and his feet were 
as the feet of a bear, and his mouth as the mouth of a lion: and the dragon gave him his power, 
and his seat, and great authority.” 


To clarify, animals in apocalyptic prophecy represent nations, where the leopard is Germany, the 
bear is Russia, the lion is Britain, and the dragon is Asia, which includes China as well as all the 
Islamic jihadists who swarmed into Europe between 2000 and 2020. When the renewed Holy 
Roman Empire (the European Union, now fueled by Islamic jinad) drew the U.N. to condemn 
Israel (Resolution 2334) Barack Obama’s US administration failed to defend her (the nation and 
people of Israel.) Somehow, someday a nuke will slip out, and it's Bomb-A-Get-On until it’s over. 
Possibly of short duration, as long as Israel remains upwind of the fallout, all should be well. 
Islam will burn the nose off the face of the planet, and the ideology of genocide (to spread Islam 
“until there are none left who do NOT proclaim [the Shahada]’) will have done unto itself as it 
does (did) unto others. 


In Revelation 22:19 we read “And if any man shall take away from the words of the book of this 
prophecy, God shall take away his part out of the book of life, and out of the holy city, and from 


the things which are written in this book.” Let anyone wishing to test if this curse is a warning 
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(against false editing of an original text and calling it “original’) go find an original manuscript and 
let us know what happens if you delete part of it. To interpret it as “obtain any meaning from 
reading this book,” then what would’ve been the purpose of writing it in the first place? My “take” 
is “any subtraction of meaning from the original” = dire consequence. 


Amazingly enough, one guy did “take away from” the Bible (as in subtracted from it) by authoring 
a completely gutless, plagiarized perversion of everything the Bible, the true Word of God, 
represents. Wanna guess who? His name starts with “Mu”, ends in “ad”, and has a sizzling slice 
of “ham” smack in the middle. Any particular jihadist come to mind? 


The Memory Maker 


Many anecdotes remain unwritten between the time of the “joke” (“disaster”) Harry and | played 
on [her] on October 16th, and Harry and Nannette’s departure, near Christmas. Yet one time 
(when Nannette was not around) [she] was lying crosswise on [her] back on Harry’s bed, as 
Harry held [her] right arm and ankle, while | held [her] left arm and ankle, poised as if [she] were a 
wishbone. His will was split at the time because of the relatively new developments with 
Nannette, while my future with [her] had already been destined during the red epiphany in [her] 
room on the night of the 15th. While [she] probably regarded me as a close approximation of 
“loathsome,” [she] wasn't yet at the “run away” stage. After all, Harry was right there, holding 
[her] right appendages. | mention this story because of what | witnessed: [her] entire right side 
was calm, even the right side of [her] face was smiling up at him. What stunned me was the 
appearance of [her] left side, which | was holding: [her] arm and leg were yanking with amazing 
strength, as if violently trying to escape, and the left side of [her] face showed total disdain and 
revulsion. I've never seen anything so amazing in my life: even [her] eyes were set in opposing 
directions: Harry in [her] right view, me in [her] left view. | had never seen normal eyes gaze in 
opposite, outward directions like that before, and never have since. It was as if [she] were two 
completely different people sharing one body, completely at odds with [her] other half. [Her] 
shaking wasn’t stopping, so | told Harry to “let her go and see what happens.” He did, then [she] 
directed all [her] energy toward me. After | released, [she] returned to [her] normal, peaceful self. 


That semester | was part of the student affairs committee as a projectionist (back in the day 
when movies came in 16mm film format.) For Hallowe’en, we held a showing of “The Fall of the 
House of Usher” in the “Gagmore” cafeteria, where many students wore costumes. Mine was a 
vampire cape with glow-in-the-dark fangs with the 4’ blacklight on the ticket desk to help illumi- 
nate the scene. [She] came with Harry as my guest(s) but the one thing | remember [her] saying 
in conversation (regarding [herself] and myself) was “People say we'll probably get married.” | 
sensed in the moment that [she] had been discussing our “relationship” with God only knows 
who, and such was the conclusion from [her] discussion(s.) My primary goal was to seek the 
support of whomever had made such an assertion, because | felt it would help the cause of per- 
suading [her] into agreeing to marry me. That “we” meant [she] and Harry never computed. 


“Who? Who said that?” | wanted to know. Apparently that was not [her] anticipated reaction, as 
a more expected response would’ve been along the lines of positive agreement or denial rather 
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than fervent interrogation. That red epiphany was still wedging its way between us, and | was 
still subconsciously under its outcome, regardless of how badly | wanted to marry [her]. 


Another time, closer to Thanksgiving, | had nothing to give [her] so | traced a hand-turkey on 
brown paper, colored the finger-feathers, drew a snood and beak on the thumb, wrote a line 
about my being [her] Thanksgiving turkey and taped it to [her] dorm door. | had to risk all kinds of 
hell and damnation to race up 6 flights of stairs to reach [her] 7" floor door, but | made it up and 
down with hardly anyone noticing. Two girls were using the stairs to get between floors, but | 
paid them no mind and apparently they didn’t pay me any, either. | called [her] later to see if [she] 
had found it, and apparently scored at least a half-point of humor with [her] which made me feel 
a tiny bit better. Even in [her] anger, | could still make [her] giggle, even if only the tiniest bit. 


[Her] parents (or one of them) drove [her] home for the Thanksgiving break (which was when 
Nannette’s dead dog story arose) but for Christmas / Winter break, [she] had no one to bring 
[her] home. There was also a campus rule that dorms had to be totally emptied prior to leaving. 
This helped ensure no trash or personal belongings of any kind were left behind by students 
failing to return for the Spring semester. 


This was to be one of my greatest wins and yet possibly greatest losses. [She] had this 
monster-heavy, color TV in addition to all [her] personal stuff; | was facing a similar situation: | 
had to have my dorm room emptied out from top to bottom in preparation for the semester’s end. 
| prayed that day like never before. 


Harry was tied up with Nannette. [Her] parents were past their divorce but neither was able to 
fetch [her] home, and even Porno King had abandoned [her.] | was [her] last resort / only hope, 
and even | didn’t have my own car to use at will. We were both at the mercy of my parents, and | 
knew without even having to ask that neither of them would allow me to take [her] home if | asked 
in advance. The chance of them saying “No” was too great to risk asking permission. 


On the other hand, they both realized | had to use the car to get my stuff home from my dorm, 
so there was an understanding | would need the car— but in the afternoon, before dinner. The 
loose thread in the tapestry had to do with the “turning in” of my dorm key before 4 PM. Once the 
key was surrendered, the /ast time that door shut, there was no going back in, but anyone inside 
could still leave. 


With all my stuff in the trunk of my mom’s car, a friend who worked on campus let me borrow his 
car to carry [her] stuff (and heavy TV) to store in my dorm room, then returned his car. 


[She] was now my gatekeeper: [Her] dorm was cleared out and [her] key returned (V.) With 
[her] stuff ported to my room (along with [herself]) and my stuff in the trunk of my mom’s car, | 
turned in my dorm key to the resident assistant (Vv) and drove home to unpack my junk and have 
dinner (V) leaving [her] alone, locked inside my room with [her] stuff. Yes, | could probably edit 
this into a more succinct paragraph, but the sense of complexity involved needs to be told. 
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| had to wait on pins and needles for dinner that night. Fortunately, we had fried chicken and | 
was able to sneak a drumstick and a few other choice morsels wrapped up in a napkin in a 
jacket pocket for [her] to eat later, before [her] long ride home. Bringing along a bottled drink was 
no problem as it was totally inconspicuous, but | still had to get the car for the evening. 


As a young college student, | often borrowed the car for a night out with the guys (typically Harry 
and another friend, DeeJer— they bought the booze; | provided the car) but this time no other 
guys were involved. Harry was with Nannette and DeeJer was gone as well. | couldn't lie to my 
parents, but couldn’t divulge the truth either, so | just asked, “Can | borrow the car?” 


“No.” 


| don’t know if Dad was just being spiteful or difficult, but the one time | needed the car in the 
worst way, he objected. No reason, no motivation, nothing, just “No.” | had to think fast: 


“| really need the car,” |implored. | couldn’t risk sharing too much or the true motive slipping out. 
“Bend over so | can kick your ass,” Dad growled. 


| was out of options. | bent over, legs spread wide, grabbed my ankles, bowed my head (if such 
is possible in that position) shut my eyes and waited. 


“You really must be desperate,” he mused. “Bring it back with a full tank of gas.” (Coming from 
Dad, that was not a “request.”) 


Returning with a “full” tank of gas was never a problem, even with no job and no income. For 
months prior, using the car for outings with my buds, | had come up with a rather ingenious 
solution to the gas issue (as they only provided enough cash for booze and emergencies.) 


Mom gave me her gas card (remember when oil companies issued their own credit cards?) and 
| would fill up the car and get a time-stamped receipt on the way out Friday evening, with the idea 
that any gas used would be filled back up before the car was returned, but the imperative was 
only to return it with a “full tank.” This required the rather time consuming process of using the 
card to fill the gas tank and slowly filling the filler neck tube pipe (aka “leadpipe”) until the tank 
was not only full but gasoline was dripping out from the cap neck. The Olds could hold several 
gallons in the filler pipe alone, from the tank to the gas cap. 


The trick was going slowly enough for air bubbles to escape. Sometimes we'd gently rock the 
car (port to starboard roll) to help relieve any trapped bubbles. We'd routinely drive to Nashville 
to watch The Rocky Horror Picture Show on weekend nights at the Cinema South theater (it’s 
listed in the RHPS book!) plus some driving around mileage, perhaps other ventures if Harry or 
DeeJer had cash to spare. The leadpipe held just enough gas to make a round trip to Pulaski 
and back with the analog gauge needle still barely pegged on the “F” (full) mark. The receipt’s 
timestamp showed | filled the tank before the night’s prowling, and the car was always returned 
with a “full” tank, per instructions. 
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| drove to my dorm to find [her] inside, undisturbed by the RA or campus security, and gave 
heartfelt thanks to God at the sight of [her] serene grace. | gave [her] the dinner treats I'd snuck 
from the table, apologized for not bringing [her] more, packed out all [her] stuff (including that 
heavy TV!) into the car trunk while [she] ate, and finally the door clicked shut, locked, as [we] left 
the dorm and MTSU behind [us. We] headed off to the gas station, before heading off to [her] 
home in Pulaski. | can’t say whether [she] was impressed or dismayed at how | managed to pull 
all this off, but it was my honor to drive [her] (along with the trunk full of [her] treasures) home, 
over 70 miles, after dark. 


There were several routes to Pulaski. The fastest (but perhaps most dangerous) was by US 
HWY 96 West to Franklin (it was mostly 2-lanes back then, and is stil! twisty-bendy to this day; 
head-on collisions were frequent: |-840 didn’t exist yet) then +65 South toward the Alabama 
border, then basically westward leading into Pulaski by either exit 22 (from the north) or exit 14 
(further south.) But not this night. 


[She] was priceless cargo, and | held [her] life in my hands! Having driven to Pulaski on many 
occasions by that time, I'd taken advantage of the opportunities to study driving by alternative 
routes, discovering the scenic, slower paced, more countrified routes (typically by day, 
however.) Aslower, safer route was to take US-231 South through Shelbyville, then TN 64 West 
through the quaint town of Wheel (which was more like a wide spot in the road / speed-trap for 
the Tennessee Highway Patrol) then jaunting southwest on US-31A, skirting the Lewisburg by- 
pass, then on to US-31S into Pulaski. (Who am | kidding? | wanted to take the longest, 
slowest route so | could spend as much time as humanly possible with [her!] Every heartbeat in 
[her] presence was pure Paradise!) Of course, if there had been a mechanical breakdown 
(“NO! DON’T BACK UP!”) well, the night was still young.... };4> 


[We] were in no-man’s land between Murfreesboro and Shelbyville, perhaps the longest, darkest, 
straightest stretch of the route, when [our] conversation began to hint at something serious. | 
was basically telling [her] how badly | wanted to marry [her] but | was having trouble with the idea 
of how I'd ever manage to support [us.] The last thing | wanted was a divorce due to my inability 
to keep [us] afloat, financially. Truth is, | can practically guarantee you that this simple paragraph 
is clearer than whatever words | stumbled over in the dark, driving down the highway. 


That’s when [she] ca/mly hit me with both barrels: “l want to marry a wealthy man.” 


| coulda died. | was driving down a dark highway, trying to stay within the lines in the headlights, 
trying to keep [us] alive, yet my heart sank as if the bottom had just disappeared. [She] basically 
handed me [her] personal user guide, but | misread [her] intent in the worst way. All | could think 
was that money meant more than marriage to [her] so | replied, “Money's not important: LOVE 
is? 


| wanted nothing more than to pull over to the side and explain it to [her] in no uncertain terms, 
but Id promised to get [her] home safely, not date rape [her] at the first convenient spot. 
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You’re probably puzzling what went wrong here, as did |. For 30+ years | pondered how | messed 
up such a golden opportunity. Oh, it’s perfectly obvious in hindsight with almost 4 decades of 
wisdom and experience through which to lens the light: My male self was all caught up in fear 
over money. [Her] parents’ recent divorce, the hardship [she] was enduring because of it, my 
deepest fear over the question “Whaddya wanna be when you grow up?” plus a then-unrealized 
fear involving commitment. Until one learns to see through the lens of love first, the easier, 
shorter, quicker path is always criminally false by comparison. 


My male self thought all [she] wanted was to hitch up to a wealthy man. |am so ashamed of 
myself. What [she] was trying to convey was [her] reflection upon [her] marriage, [her] love— it 
just so happened [she] was seeing [her] bridegroom (me??) as “a wealthy man.” Look at it from 
[her] perspective: [she] had already learned the truth: being poor sucked. As Brother Maury 
Davis, pastor of Cornerstone Church in Madison, Tennessee, once put it: you have to financially 
support your dream. If | were [her] and | had a choice to either marry a wealthy version of me, or 
a poor one, which of the two would | choose, assuming time had no bearing on the decision? 


The focus of [her] statement was “I want to marry,” and that is the meaning | should’ve been 
focusing on. My perfect reply would obviously have been: “Then marry me, and I'll be the 
wealthiest man in the universe, because I'll have you as my wife.” As my dear old dad used to 
say, “Too soon old, too late smart.” 


The rest of the ride was anti-climatic. Somehow I'd missed my shot and couldn't figure a way out 
of the emotional quagmire. Howcould [she] be so materialistic? How could | be so stupid? My 
only reward came from [her] mother thanking me enthusiastically, although there was a tiny hint 
of a thespian tone in her voice: “Anyone who brings my baby home for Christmas is my hero.” 


There’s an outside chance | blushed, but only because | knew [she] heard it, standing there. 


Even so, something was blatantly missing. So missing it practically screamed of its absence. 
[She] clued me in, yet again. “Some Christmas— We're so poor we don’t even have a tree this 
year.” Sure enough, the den was uncharacteristically dark for the season where most American 
Christian, even secular homes put up holiday lights and ornaments and all the decorative glitz 
and nativity scenes that help draw attention to the reason for the season. | had no money or way 
possible to get a tree for [her] mom’s home. The cerement of depression was smothering me. 


“lll get you a tree,” | told [her.] What else could Sir Gal-o-mad do for his damsel in distress? 


| was not permitted the honor of spending the night, despite the late hour, the long drive, and all 
the work that had gone into this massive rescue effort. Maybe if I'd pulled a Benjamin outta my 
ass and produced a tree that very night, maybe then, but | doubt it. [She] was not entertaining a 
penniless loser in her court. Not then, not ever. Being poor sucked and [she] would have none 
of it. All the way home on that sad, dark trip, | pondered how | was going to save Christmas. 


Later that week, Harry wasn’t gung ho but was up for a trip. Despite his family’s Mount Juliet 
property (actually, a much smaller patch called La Guardo) he couldn’t or wouldn't fell a tree for 
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anyone else for any reason (probably something to do with the town’s name.) | didn’t want him 
tainting anything regarding [her] anyways, as he was a crutch and | felt no desire to be an emo- 
tional gimp. 


My neighbor owned his own construction company and was about my parents’ age. He was the 
kind of man who'd invite you in for a cold beer to show off his “TO HELL WITH OLE MISS” 
banner over the fireplace. “My dad once told me Id never be anything more than a ditch digger,” 
he once shared. “I decided if | was gonna be a ditch digger, then I'd be the best darned ditch 
digger | could be!” and that’s how his business began. 


Sometimes God sends answers in the most mysterious ways when you least expect them. | 
must've whined the most pathetic tale, because next thing | know, he not only allowed me to use 
his truck but also directed me to some property he managed where | could hunt a tree, as long 
as it wasn’t some big honker. Besides, | only had a hand saw, not even an ax, so | ended up 
felling a puny pine that looked like a slightly taller version of the scraggly tree in Mendelson’s and 
Melendez’s animation of “A Charlie Brown Christmas” by Charles Schultz. | felt horrible that 
despite all the effort | put into bringing them an arborical miracle, the only thing | could produce 
was an ugly, sparse, long needle pine. 


The Lellew 


Being broke wasn’t working that well for me. | couldn’t afford a gift, didn’t have an opportunity to 
sneak out for a weekend “with the guys” to go see [her], long distance phone calls cost an arm 
and a leg back then and would show up on the phone bill which would invite more heat, and | 
really wasn't interested in incurring any more beatings from my dad. Id pretty much learned to 
avoid them since the last time we both ended up in our underwear (briefs and t-shirts) tumbling 
in a ball of fight and chaos through the front door and out onto the front porch one night. But | 
could find a US postage stamp (15¢) and | had [her] address, so | wrote to tell [her] how | felt— 
or tried. Imagine my joy at finding a return letter in the mailbox! | still have it (safe in its secret 
hiding place) after all these years. | never shared it with anyone, which is how it survived all 
those jealous lovers over the decades (another story for another time.) Reading it over, 99% of 
the text is not attuned to public dissemination, however, | found one tiny portion | feel | can share: 


ps We spent a very tiny period of our youth exploring candle 
are burning, Known as “sympathetic magic,” one of Harry’s 
aT found uses “eu stranger (occult) ecamiBaHone: The idea is a ands litina 
dark room in front of a mirror forms a contemplative mood. 
rs fete (“e* . — Who, how or what one contemplates as one’s desire is up 
to the individual. The flickering flame supposedly creates 

vibes in the ether, causing sympathetic synchronicity, helping the objective become reality. 


wate 


That week found [her] in a dark bathroom with a lit candle before a mirror asking for Harry or 
myself to call. 
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| had my own kinda magic involving an invisible ink pen that showed up whenever one illuminated 
the area with an ultraviolet blacklight. Remember when [she] was out of [her] dorm room and | 
was locked in awhile? | traced a special symbol upon her translucent, center ceiling light cover 
(which is probably still there, provided they haven't replaced it in over 30 years, which wouldn't 
surprise me.) | also “decorated” [her] Pulaski bedroom in the same manner. Regardless, | was 
mildly amused at [her] mention of the discovery. [Her] letter was postmarked December 26th, 
the day after Christmas. | figured | could slip one long distance charge past my folks and rack it 
up as a “Christmas present,” so | threw caution to the wind and phoned [her.] (Harry never did.) 


“You called me!” [she] sounded— happy! 
“| wanted to wish you a Merry Christmas— You sound surprised—?” 
“was burning a candle in the mirror, wishing for either you or Harry to call, and you did!” 


“lam yours, always.” [We] moved on to talk about other things, like the tree. It’s strange how 
perspectives may differ, especially under different hardships and circumstances. | felt absolutely 
horrible about providing something that no self-respecting tree merchant would sell to his worst 
enemy for firewood. 


“After Mom and | finished decorating, it turned out to be the most beautiful tree we’ve ever had.” 


The Deunuvard Paral 


Spring Semester is something of a misnomer: It actually begins in coldest January. Tickled to 
be back at MTSU with [her] while Harry and Nannette were safely out of the picture, | had it 
made! But the red epiphany was still unraveling reality to refit its destiny. Murphy’s Law was in 
full effect: Anything that could go wrong did go wrong. 


Ready for another history lesson? Before the turn of the 21st century, most all business com- 
puter software was based on an archaic language called COBOL, but even that was phasing out 
for more modern languages such as C, C+, Structured Query Language (SQL) and so forth. | 
was self-taught in a language called BASIC (Beginner’s All-purpose Symbolic Instruction Code) 
which | still feel is superior to nearly everything available, even today. I'd even written a BASIC 
program that relied upon a command loop to sequentially hack secondary passwords on 
computer accounts and dependent files. COBOL (COmmon Business Oriented Language) was 
so damn- ably ugly and required so much “overhead” documentation, it took a full paragraph or 
more of seriously complex text to accomplish what BASIC could do with just: 


1 PRINT “Love!”, \ GOTO 1 
Remedial COBOL had to be taught near the end of the 90s due to the impending Y2K bug. Data 
fields for countless databases and programs all over the world were geared with only 2 digits for 


the year field. “MMDDYY” (6 characters) conveyed date stamps, like June 4th, 1981, as 060481, 
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which seems reasonable considering memory space for data was actually expensive back 
when hardware was first developed. People in the 1970s and ’80s had little thought of the mas- 
sive headaches they were to cause for years 2000 and beyond. The 90s were stuck between 
coding for older systems and having to prepare for the coming new age: people worked for dec- 
ades to acquire company retirement (“pension”) plans that paid them a monthly income after age 
55 or 60. Hard to believe, right? Imagine a program having to figure dividends for years ’71 to 
01, what folk easily figure as 2001-1971=30. This is why forms today require YYYY format, so 
the computer properly calculates 30 instead of -70. Hell has its own, special level reserved for 
sloppy, lazy coders, forever stuck in infinitely recursive WHILE-WEND loops. 


To make things worse, | had a college COBOL instructor, “Fleabitten,” whose younger brother, 
“Dweeb,” tore up my antique Conn 3-tone trumpet (brass, chrome and copper) back in high 
school, the time | loaned it to Dweeb’s friend, “Anus,” after Anus encountered some dastardly 
damage to his new, silver Schilke. (Band nerds know what I’m talking about. A new Schilke 
goes for $3K+ in today’s market.) In hindsight, Anus had likely sabotaged his own horn, probably 
because he sucked horribly at band and resented his thousand-dollar-plus gift from his parents. 
| thought | was helping a classmate in dire need with the loaner. Anus and Dweeb ripped the bell 
off my Conn at the main bend’s crook, and just left the horn (in pieces) in a cabinet for me to find, 
as if trash cans were too good for it. Anus’s parents forked over half the damage amount as- 
sessed by the band director; Dweeb’s folk never did, or at least, Dweeb never coughed up his 
assessed half. At that young an age, | associated the bad fruit Dweeb represented with his older 
brother, Fleabitten, now a teacher of a class | already hated. | despised COBOL so much, I'd sit 
in the middle of class and casually read the campus newspaper. Then a tangent thought hit me: 


DeeJer had one amazing talent: He created the best Dungeons and Dragons campaigns. (lf 
D&D is outside your realm of experience, well, take 2d20 of damage and buggar on best you 
can.) There was only one problem. We were piss-poor college students, and exploring D&D 
campaigns worked best when one had copious amounts of graph paper for drawing out paths, 
rooms, and the like. “You’re traveling along a 60’ path when 20’ along the way, a band of 3 trolls 
attack from behind; they’re hungry, whereas you look plump and juicy to them. What do you 
do?” If you went to college and did NOT participate in a D&D campaign, well, let’s just say you 
missed aclass. DeeJer’s dungeons were beyond anyone’s mind but his to describe, suffice it to 
say some graph paper would really hit the spot for Tuesday night’s dungeons. My group had 6 to 
8 regular players and perhaps 10 to 12 on occasion. We really needed free graph paper.... 


COBOL. Hated it. D&D. Loved it. Computers. Super cool. The line printer in the basement of 
the admin building practically burst into mind. All | had to do was design a COBOL program to 
run off some graph paper. Just for fun, even though it required a bit of overhead typing and other 
useless crap (can you tell | really loathe COBOL?) | figured all | needed was to print two lines of 
repeated text patterns to make the line printer spit out 30 pages of “free” graph paper. BASIC 
could do the job in a single FOR/NEXT loop with two print lines. The job could be coded in one 
sentence if pressed. COBOL required a minor tome just to get the parameters stated. 


A rough idea of the 2-line output: 
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But only COBOL could access the line printer, and | had to run the program overnight using 
what's called a “delayed batch job” to avoid the day shift harassing me over it. Fortunately, 
there’s this other headache that goes with COBOL programs called Job Control Language 
(JCL.) With my (notorious) history at MTSU and the computer department, | dared not “save” the 
file to memory. | had to type it in correctly (without saving, wthout error— it’s called “working 
memory,” similar to a modern device’s “scratch pad,” like where a computer stores copy / paste 
data while typing) submit the JCL, and log out of my session with zero bugs. Then | had to pick 
up the output (graph paper) in the morning before the regular shift (hard noses) shuffled in. 


Oh yes: batch programs also display a text banner in huge print over a quarter to half a page 
displaying the author’s account for easier finding on the output table, where every batch job gets 
laid out for pickup. Not only can the author / programmer spot the output more easily, but so too 
can anyone else (like instructors) who happen to breeze past the table for any reason. In other 
words, | had to retrieve the 30 pages of output early so as to avoid detection. 


But— | was tired. The brainwork and physical effort required to produce this minor magnum 
opus took its toll on me. | called up DeeJer to ask him if he’d pick it up in the morning on his way 
to class (he was an early bird.) “Sure, no problem,” he said. 


“Great! Be sure to pick it up! We need it for the dungeon and if any of the day shifters finds it, 
my goose is cooked!” 


“No problem.” 
| went to sleep that night, nervous, but assured the “job” would be collected before 8 AM. 


| went to COBOL class later that day, expecting to meet up with DeeJer later, when Fleabitten, 
Dweeb’s older brother, fanned my thick, bannered printout before me and asked, “What's this?” 


“What's it look like?” Ironically, | wasn’t very good at the deception of others, despite what I'd 
pulled off with Harry’s help the night of the 16th of the previous semester against [her.] 


| didn’t know it at the time, but God was getting even with me; | had no chance against Him. 
That’s one perspective. Another says true friends check one’s worst ideas, tempering them with 
better ones (perhaps not what happened that night, but something I'll try to use in my own life, 
going forward.) 


“You tell me.” | didn’t know whether to call Fleabitten out for being as blind as his brother was 
rotten, but at that moment, | saw my future fanning in an inch thick pad of fanfolded graph paper, 


so | ventured a suggestion. 


“Well, it looks like it could be some kind of graph paper, based on the regular square patterns 
shown, but it has a pattern flaw as it’s drawn rectangles instead of squares.” 


“Who would want to print out graph paper when they can get it at the bookstore?” 
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“| dunno. Gamers, perhaps. Why would someone buy graph paper when they can print it out for 
free? Still, the printout is flawed if that’s what they were aiming for. Why do you ask?” 


“Well,” he said, repeating my style, “since it was run under your computer account and has your 
name printed all over the banner and since you’re the only person who has had even a kernel of 
an idea of what it could be, it must be yours, and as such, I’m reporting you to the Dean of Men 
for violation of the Student Code of Conduct regarding ‘Misuse of University Facilities’ and 
violation of the Computer User Code regarding ‘Unauthorized Use of Computer Resources.” 


“You cant do that!” 


“Watch me.” I'd never seen Fleabitten look so smug and happy before in his life. 


The Long, Hous Flash 


Have you ever pulled a toilet handle only to watch one of those long, slow moving, never-ending, 
forever running, sluggish, spiraling flushes, where you see all the filth of 
human sewage, excrement, and urine-soaked toilet paper eventually 
make its way down the drain, or even worse, decide it didn’t want to go and 
just end up sitting there, even more disgusting now that it won't leave 
your sight, like a forced march, much | like the Hajj, where thousands upon 
thousands of people throng, relent- lessly pacing their way slowly around 
a building, only to reach a silver toilet bowl rim with a solidified space rock 
inside, praying to a dead, turd idol? That's about how | felt that day. | 
called DeeJer to carve him a new bunghole: “Hey! What happened? 
Why didn’t you pick up that output like you promised you would?” 





“Ah— | didn’t feel like it. | was running late to class.” 


“| TOLD you this was VERY important! Fleabitten found it, grabbed it, brought in his supervisor, 
and waved it under my nose today in class.” 


“It's just graph paper. No one’s gonna break a sweat over it.” 
“Oh yeah? Fleabitten is filing formal charges against me so they can expel me from MTSU!” 


“_.. Really? Gee, that’s too bad. Well, good luck.” <click.> 


Spring LLLED . The Wheel 


The past three Fall semesters all started tapping against the spinning top: I'd already graduated 
high school with something of a reputation. Flashback recursion, going WAY back to my middle 
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school years, when my older brother snuck me into the digital world of computers in the previous 
decade of XXX4. 


Brother “Ra” was eight years older than me. Dad always had this dream of having two boys. 
After the first boy, Ra, he begat my eldest sister, “Ree.” “That’s nice,” they recounted, “now we 
have a matched set.” But Dad still wanted another boy. A gap year, then came 2"9 sister, 
“Knee,” and “That’s nice, she’s got a baby sister to play with.” But Dad still wanted a 2"? son, so 
after another gap year, *BANG!* out came my 3" sister, “Other Knee.” Mom had basically 
given up, but Dad wasn’t taking “NO” for an answer (this was before EPTs and ultrasound sono- 
grams, even before the stuff of science fiction at the time.) The month when the Philippine United 
Nations General Assembly delegate, Lorenzo Sumulong, angered a certain member of the 
Soviet Union who notoriously banged his shoe on a table, my dad was driving his then-family in a 
relatively “new” Cadillac along Hwy US 231 North (towards Lebanon) and was just shy of the 
Cedars of Lebanon State Park, about to pass a car ahead, when a truck heading south (toward 
Murfreesboro) picks that exact moment to lose a rear axle, which throws a tire which flies up 
over the hood of my future family’s car as the wheel shatters the windshield. Fortunately, the 
only minor injury involved glass shards in my baby sister's eyes. Nine months later, “Hello, 
World!” Only it came out more like, “Waaahhh!!”’ Not sure how, but | actually remember my 
first, conscious thought: “Im a boy! Thank God!” (Hello, Ezekiel! You saw this coming 
millennia in advance!) 


When | was around 5 years old, | was learning to expect the annual Christmas party where Dad 
worked at the G.E. plant he helped start up. (While Other Knee and | were both native-born 
Southerners, all the rest of my family were technically “damn Yankees.” Polite Yankees visited 
then returned up north. Damned Yankees visit then stay.) The G.E. plant in Murfreesboro made 
small appliance motors for dishwashers and washing machines until Clinton and NAFTA sent all 
those jobs to Mexico. But for a brief, shining moment known as “Camelot,” G.E. was THE place 
to work. In a town as small as Murfreesboro was, G.E. was “IT!” 


The G.E. Christmas party was a big deal: the tow motors and parts carts were turned into deco- 
rative trains for hauling the kiddies around the plant for a tour that would make OSHA and Home- 
land Security shudder and cringe in today’s post-9/11 world. The factory was LIVE during the 
tour. Parts of the plant would erupt in LOUD mechanical noises that would scare some of the 
smaller children (| wasn't afraid, but the sound definitely made me ponder the meaning of life in a 
juvenile sort of way: Why would anything need to be so LOUD? And why would anyone want to 
work in such a LOUD place? And what do such LOUD machines do, anyways? A lawn 
mower is quieter than these jokers!) At other times, the tow motor and trolley carts ran over cor- 
rugated concrete, growling a shuddering cacophony which made everyone thankful when we hit 
the smooth concrete again. 


She Double Wheeler 


Later, as we walked into the cafeteria, Dad wrote my name on a slip of paper and dropped it 
into a shoebox decorated with wrapping paper for raffling off a Firestone bicycle. | don’t remem- 
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ber the dinner so much, but | do remember | was standing up as the man on the P.A. an- 
nounced, “And the winner of the Firestone 500 bicycle is...” | held my breath, clenched my fists, 
went rigid as a plank, and rocked back on my heels... “[ JE yr 


Iwon!! I'd never won anything before, especially at that young age. The bike was adult-sized, so 
| had to stand it up in the street and mount from the curb just to get my leg over the center bar. | 
wouldn't be tall enough to actually sit on the seat and reach the pedals for another year or so. | 
couldn't ride it properly, so my neighbor gave me an old, tiny bike with solid tires to learn on. My 
first time on it? | pedaled a good 20 feet until | rode straight into the tree in the middle of the yard. 
(Hint to young riders or skiers: keep your gaze fixed on your destination, and keep that point 
always moving ahead.) 


| spent some of that winning evening sitting in Dad’s chair at his desk in his team’s office, playing 
with the company’s electro-mechanical adding machine, sort of like an antique cash register with 
powered, spinning wheels that eventually cranked out the answer to mathematical sequences 
punched into the machine. It wasn’t 5 minutes before | must've told it to divide by 0 or some 
such irrational function, because the wheels wouldn't stop spinning and | couldn't figure out how 
to shut it off. Dad told me later that it’s motor eventually burned out. It marked the first time | 
crashed a computing device. | was a natural-born computer killer! 


By the time | was old enough to actually play with my brother, he was already into model rockets 
and planes and very soon after that, girls. He never had time to play with a baby brother. Mom 
and Dad were both convinced | was going to be another girl, so Dad bought Mom a new Singer 
sewing machine to help make ends meet by making dresses rather than buying them. 


Surprise! (It’s a boy!!!) Oh well, Dad got his wish, Mom got her sewing machine, and ~13 years 
later, out of the blue, Ra invites me on this secret mission to Peck Hall, where he sits me ina 
small, dimly lit, hot room with a teletype that used a phone hooked into an acoustic modem that 
relayed audio signals between the teletype and the time sharing mainframe, accessing a ported 
version of Mike Mayfield’s BASIC classic game: “Star Trek.” The yellow paper scroll recorded a 
few commands to get it started: “BASIC”, “old”, “library”, “STARTREK”, and “run.” 


Skipping forward 2 years and the closest I've come to a computer would be a PONG video game 
and perhaps an advanced pinball machine. I'm a freshman at my local high school but only 
juniors and seniors are allowed into the computer math class. The teacher is a phenomenally 
kind, considerate man in his 30-something years, if that much, “Mr. Errand.” His forward-looking 
view of the world, when | asked if | could “work” on the computers, was a breath of fresh air: 
“You're a student at this high school, so technically, yes, you’re allowed to use the ID. However, 
resources are limited,” (hardware back then consisted of tiny, magnetized, rank and file wire 
screens of donuts called “core” memory.) “If anyone needs space for an assignment and you’ve 
got a file taking up resources, anything you’re working on is a sacrificial lamb.” | was willing to 
take that deal, and for the next few weeks of that year, everything was hunky dory. My first 
program was a password input test. If the user typed in the correct password, the program flow 
encountered a successful end of job (EOJ) but if anything e/se was typed in, the logic flow 
circled back for input. 
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With a better working idea of what | was doing, a helpful junior with a working grasp of code, 
“Lurch” (a tall, skinny, Ted Cassidy look-alike with a pizza-face complexion) pointed out some 
syntax corrections that set me on the path of logic and truth. “Only two errors. Not bad for a first 
effort,” he remarked. That tiny drop of encouragement was all | needed. 


| rustled up some scrap cash and bought my first book on how to program in BASIC from the 
MTSU bookstore, and proceeded to teach myself all a high school student could hope to know 
about coding, and then some. But it still didn’t scratch the itch left behind by my brother: How to 
blast all those pesky Klingons, Romulans, starlings and crows? 


The summer between my freshman and sophomore year, | introduced DeeJer to the challenge 
of figuring out how to play Star Trek at MTSU. The partial printout | still had from my secret trip 
with Ra caught DeeJer’s attention, and together we resolved to puzzle out the necessary steps. 


Of course, | did the figuring. He was a master of the board game, Stratego, along with advanced 
games like Panzer Leader and Blitzkrieg! and Rise and Decline of the Third Reich. It didn’t occur 
to me in those days that his youth in Wisconsin may have left him— bent, to some degree. All | 
knew was that whenever he played the Axis side in Axis and Allies or Third Reich, Hitler always 
won. To be fair, DeeJer usually won no matter which side he was playing. The DoD could’ve 
used such a mind. 


All was going well that summer, until we decided to bring in a third pal from the neighborhood, 
“Murf.” Murf was an amiable, gentle idiot with the IQ of a carrot, but he looked like he needed a 
friend, and we thought we’d give him a chance to level up, so to speak. We quietly infiltrated a 
lab at MTSU that summer, spending hours playing Star Trek on teletypes and (Oh BOY!) CRTs 
(video terminals!) So far, so good. Three young guys getting a leg up on our not-so-interested 
peers who we were Culturally leaving behind in the dust. But no good deed goes unpunished— 


Thivd Wheels 


DeeJer and | showed up one day to find Murf had invited over the neighborhood tota/ outcast, lke 
Schvartze. Dont panic, remain calm. Why is he yelling across the room? Who are Murf and 


Jer and | were getting covered with stink, only his dad was faculty, so he had a “get out of skunk- 
jail stench-free” card. | got ALL the blame for Murf, Ike, and little Wednesday. Worse, Mr. Errand 
left for another job and was replaced by a Broom Hilda battleaxe by the name of Sergeant Tank. 
When my sophomore year started, Sergeant Tank gave me a “stay away or die” lecture, but I'd 
already been bitten by the digital addiction. Logic! TRUTH! Star Trek! No, not even Sgt. Tank 
could keep me away. Sgt. Tank informed me she'd instructed the lab folk at MTSU to boot me 
on sight, yet | slipped past them by quietly using the exit door rather than the entrance door. This 
method was eventually spotted, however, so they removed the outside handle hardware of the 
exit door. The first time | encountered this attempt to bar me, | took one look, inserted my pinky 
into the hole the missing hardware exposed, and lifted the latch inside: Click! “Open sesame!” 
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One time | felt the desk clerk had spotted me, that she was coming to find me, so | ducked under 
the cubicles and crawled into a hidey hole-honeycomb between desks. | noticed all the power 
and data wiring— how neatly everything tucked out of sight, when the clerk got up on her knees 
upon a desk and peered over the back of a station to find me hiding within. | had the choice of 
leaving on my own power or with security guard assistance. | left. 


Forty years later, the ladies who work in the building still talk about it. Literally. Visiting one day, | 
started talking of “old times” and “war stories” with a secretary at the LRC where the lab used to 
be. She told me about “This one time, a high school student crawled between the cubicles to 
hide from the desk monitor....” 


“Uh, yeah... that was me.” | filled her in on the back-story. Her astonished look was priceless! 
“You mean, it’s a true story?!” 
It made her whole week :-) | should’ve offered her an autograph :-) 


My junior year in high school, | was allowed into the computer math class conditionally— that | 
didn’t make any waves. Sgt. Tank had an emergency hysterectomy earlier that summer, and 
Mrs. Sins was drafted to teach the class with almost zero training. She was also my algebra 
teacher and home-room assignment, so | was under constant scrutiny. That semester | helped 
teach my first class, but only from a student’s perspective, by suggesting this rather than that as 
possibly more efficient. It was dicey, even tense at times, but | always knew she was the adult in 
a place she hadn't planned or wanted to be, and most of all, she had the authority to boot me out 
if |gave her any actual trouble. So | didn’t. Until the snowstorm. 


Willer ts Jrére 


In those years, my hometown occasionally experienced heavy snowfalls sufficient to close the 
schools for several days at a time. We haven't had much snow the past few decades, but they 
still delay start times if frost is seen on a county road (or close for months if someone coughs.) 
But in this case, snow was a full foot deep, yet | was determined enough to pedal in on my 
bicycle along icy paths crushed down by car tires. The county had declared the snow days to be 
“in service faculty training” so the teachers would be there. It was worth taking a chance. 


Wednesday | pedaled in, poked my head into Mrs. Sins’ room, and asked permission to use the 
computer room, which was a small storage room barely 4’ wide by 10’ deep, with two teletypes 
and two wall mounted landlines (telephones.) As in nature, paired equipment typically has a 
“petter” unit and a “lesser” unit. The better unit was on the right. She gave permission, but 
would lock up the room when it was time to go, thus I'd have to leave. “OK, great! Thanks!” 


| spent several hours (| was a fast hunt & pecker!) working on my program (“Star Heck,” a 
parody of the game my brother introduced to me) until the horrid words came: “Time to go.” 
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| realized this was a good setup. | also had a hunch and was prepared to test it: An adjacent 
storeroom was locked but the air return vent was welded to the outside frame, whereas the 
computer room air vent was welded to the inside frame. Both rooms sported a suspension tile 
ceiling; 'd aligned a few boxes of paper step-style in the computer room in the event my plan 
worked. | left the department with the math teachers and went to visit some other departments 
and teachers, but was actually killing time, giving the math group time to leave. Returning later to 
the math department, its double doors were locked, but every (slick) kid knew how to slide a ruler 
or ID card between the middle hardware to slip the latch tongue, opening the door. I’d even 
openly performed the trick previously for a teacher who'd accidentally shut herself out of the 
department. Entering quietly, | tiptoed around the rooms to make sure the department was 
indeed abandoned: | was completely alone. (“Mine!’"— ) A spooky but very exciting feeling! 


At the adjacent storeroom, | pulled out my Phillips screwdriver, removed the vent grill, reached 
up inside, turned the handle, and the door opened right up (no surprise) then replaced the vent 
and went to work lining up whatever was available to stand halfway up the wall and peer through 
the suspension ceiling: just as | thought, the wall did NOT go all the way up! Lifting out a ceiling 
tile on the wall’s other side (in the computer room) | shimmied over to behold: the teletypes! 
For a 15 year old kid, it felt like I'd lifted the Golden Fleece. (Charlie Croker eat your heart out!) 


From this point, opening the computer room door from the inside was as easy as turning the 
knob, but the normal, outside access remained locked. | had NO desire to cross through that 
ceiling tile every time | wanted access. Knowing the door’s air vent grill was opposite the 
storeroom’s, | removed all the screws, inside and outside; the grill came out easily, and | re- 
versed the construction, screwing them all back in, only with the grill welded to the frame on the 
outside. Everything looked exactly the same, except all future after-hours access would only re- 
quire one easy grill removal. My screwdriver was my own, personal “key.” After everything was 
set, repositioning the ceiling tiles and boxes effectively hid the “ladder,” and leaving later that eve- 
ning, | knew the room was “securely locked up”— from all the mundane mortals. 


Thursday was still a snow-day / in-service training, and pedaling the frozen streets was slightly 
more tolerable. Mrs. Sins again opened the door with her key, and again scooted me out when 
she left. Another trip to the other side of the building (visiting non-existent teachers in their empty 
departments) was followed by a return to the math department a half-hour later. Quiet. All clear. 


My screwdriver quickly “keyed” the grill: Reaching in, up, | opened the door from the inside, re- 
placed the grill, and spent several more hours working on my program. No problems; | left. We 
didn’t have security cameras in those days— really no need for them, because people were 
(ironically) far more honest (as a rule.) 


Friday came along, still a snow day / in-service, but Mrs. Sins refused to allow access. No 
reason, no rhyme, just flat out denial of permission. 


Yup, | was not happy about this. Riding a bike nearly 3 miles to school in freezing weather and 
icy roads to be turned away at the door for NO good, apparent reason was NOT a kind thing to 
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do to a student, yet she had no obligation to allow access in the first place, and I'd no reason to 
gripe, but plenty of criminal intention building up to gain unauthorized access later. 


Wien Death Comes a-Knockin © 


If | had to pick one theological improvement for Christianity, it would involve the omnipresence of 
God: present in all places, in all forms of energy and in all thought, including anti-matter, death, 
and ignorance. 


Jesus specifically points out: “He is not the God of the dead, but the God of the living” (Matt 
22:32, Mark 12:27, and Luke 20:38.) This reflects God as a positive unipole of life, but if He is not 
present in death, then there can be no resurrection, and life after death is a lie. We're all 
doomed. But if God is all-powerful and all-present, then He must be even where He is NOT, 
otherwise, He’d be limited, and thus, not God. He must be present even wthin the thought that 
He does not exist. 


Schrddinger labeled this as a “superstate,” although he was talking about physics rather than 
theology. No, God must be present in all times and in all places, including death, that He Himself 
may rule the dead and keep them there— Until He decides otherwise. 


Listening to God is something of a rare event as well. Have you ever heard that small, still voice 
in your mind that warns you, “Something’s up!”? Ever ignored it and wished you hadn't? | heard 
it in that computer room that Friday afternoon. I'd spent all the first half of the day waiting for the 
math teachers to clear out. Sneaking in, | found myself sensing, “Maybe this isn’t a good idea—” 
but another part of me was saying, “Coward!” As | slipped into the computer room, | felt like a 
trap door had softly closed behind me. | wanted to leave, but— there were the teletypes, the 
phones, the connection to the digital world of absolute logic: how could | just quit and walk out? 


It was known that each of the two landlines had their own phone numbers. They were even in 
the phonebook listings. <SMH!> [If you don’t know what a phonebook is, you have my sympathy. ] 
| knew the teletype on the right was in better condition than the one on the left. It made sense to 
use it. That small, quiet voice was suggesting | at least use the left unit’s phone and simply pull it 
over to the right unit’s acoustic modem coupler. If Mrs. Sins was going to call and find a busy 
signal, | could avoid her trap by using the left phone and merely hanging up instantly in the event 
the right one rang during her test. “No, that’s silly. Why would she even bother calling as a 
test?” “If she calls the right line and youre caught, you deserve what happens.” “She could just 
as easily figure youd use the left one to avoid a trap and call it first.”. (This was even before call 
forwarding.) “If she catches me here, | deserve whatever happens, period.” \When one argues 
with oneself, one always wins, no matter what. One also loses, but that’s the coin’s flip-side. 


| connected using the right phone, and continued feeding the computer my program (called 
“coding” these days.) | was about 90 minutes deep into it when | hear a short, curt, KNOCK! 
KNOCK! KNOCK! rapping on the door’s safety glass. Mrs. Sins was outside the door with a 
very dismayed look of satisfaction on her face. (She'd allegedly left her key at home.) Looking 
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back, I'd have to label it as half anger, half smug amusement at having her suspicion proven 
correct, but also a touch of disappointment to find a student defying authority, even if only in an 
academic sense. She could no longer constrain my spirit. 


She wasn't too friendly but neither was she hostile, either. | clearly outweighed her by close to 
100 lbs, but | was a musician, not a football player. She took me to the principal’s office, as 
she’d called him there specifically to handle the disciplinary function of my insatiable desire to 
learn. Genesis chapter 3 is how God handles this the first time. This was nearly identical: 


Mrs. Sins gave Principal “Swollen” a brief statement outlining her accusation, then left. Principal 
Swollen outweighed me by at LEAST 100 Ibs! But this wasn’t battle— It was a trial to determine 
my life’s course. 


The Cout 


Like Joseph, my father had given me a special coat, only this one wasn’t of many colors: this 
one was in fact all black. It was of a new style of faux leather with a black, faux fur collar and in- 
ner lining, with some of the biggest, square front pockets you’ve ever seen. You could practically 
pack a store full of smartphones and Game Boy equipment in each one. They had black, faux 
leather flaps over the tops, and often served as auxiliary gloves for when the weather turned cold 
but | hadn’t brought along mitts. I'd had this coat since my freshman year, and spent the better 
part of the last 3 years picking up pencils and pens found in the hallways and classrooms, for 
mainly three reasons: | felt such large pockets needed to hold something, otherwise they were a 
waste of design and thought. Kids were always caught without a pen or pencil in class, so | 
ruled that excuse would never stop someone from taking notes or a test while /was around. So 
many dropped pens and pencils were still in excellent condition, and all the ones | picked up 
were at least in usable condition. Why let them get swept up as waste? I'd become the school’s 
#1 secret human pencil magnet, especially as the school year was Fall through Winter and early 
Spring. lt was a rare day that | did not need to wear my coat. | was wearing it in Principal 
Swollen’s office, along with all the pockets’ contents, and my Phillips screwdriver as well. 


To this day, | don’t know if Principal Swollen was a country boy genius or a complete idiot. He 
asked a question that was intended to hang me, but he rushed right on and cut the rope he’d 
noosed. “How did you get in there, inside that locked room, inside a locked department, inside 
the locked school? You got a key or somethin’?” The gallows door dropped open, but then he 
cut the rope: “You must have a key. | think you’ve got a key on you. Empty your pockets!” 


| hesitated. “My... pockets? You want me to... empty... my pockets???” | suspect | blushed, as 
| suspect he thought he had me skewered, but inside it was all | could do to keep from laughing 
my head off. 

“Yeah, empty ’em right here, on the desk!” It’s hard to qualify this as barking at me. Trying to 


keep a straight face was killing me. 
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“OK, but remember: you asked.” 
| reached deep into my front pockets and got two honkin’ huge handfuls of writing instruments. 


| don’t know about where you grew up, but in my town, every teacher of every class in every 
grade in every school would pitch a hissy fit if some unlikely student didn’t have a pen or pencil in 
class, especially at test time; principals were no exception. After all, they were the head teacher 
by which all standards were set and followed. 


The clatter of nearly 100 sticks of wood, metal and plastic hitting his desk was a sound of joy 
unto my soul. That is, such was the first clatter on the desk. Subsequent clatters wouldn’t have 
quite the same initial effect, but they became cumulative: | reached in and brought up two more 
handfuls. Pens and pencils clattering upon an existing pile have a slightly softer sound, but the 
occasional piece hitting a bare spot of desk has its own, unique signature (pun coincidental.) 


| had the collected signature instruments of six to eight years’ worth of graduating as well as 
flunked and possibly even jailed or dead students in my pockets. The third dump. | was 
precisely timing each dump to stretch them out between heartbeats, not taking too long, watch- 
ing the stern look on his face gradually begin to crumble into incredulity with every... single... 
delivery. 


Surely, this must be the last batch? (Another dump.) 


| also measured each successive grab, knowing if | dumped too quickly I'd run dry too soon. | 
had to break him. 


The fifth dump. 


Still an amazing amount per handful, but each yield was getting thinner, and | still had to avoid 
grabbing up the screwdriver. | was only pulling out around 10 to 20 per handful now, but the pile 
began flowing off the edge onto the floor as | watched them accumulating at his feet. 


My distracted attention (focusing on the plight of the poor pens and pencils) managed to distract 
his attention too. | was going for the sixth or seventh dump of handfuls when he finally caved: 
“OK, so you don’t got a key on ya. Ahright, never mind. Let’s talk about what’s gonna happ’n ta 
ya next.” Mr. Swollen was nothing if not Southern. 


My “punishment” was to be kicked out of the computer math class. Like, seriously? | already 
knew more than it would ever cover, including login auto-batch command processing files, 
catalog structures, permissions, and then some. A modern equivalent to a catalog structure 
would be akin to creating a folder named “Events” under a folder “Camera” under “My Pictures” 
under “My Documents” under “C: Drive” of “My Computer.” (If you're still following, great!) 


An auto-batch file was a special file named “..INIT” (“dot dot in it’) that did whatever one 
programmed it to do upon logging in. Once | wrote a program to log a specific user OFF the ID 
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just logged into, then log into another ID and execute a file or, even funnier, just sit there and do 
nothing, awaiting input as per normal (but with no prompt.) An unsuspecting user, say, John 
Doe, would log in, as the system appeared perfectly normal until he tried to load his file. When 
the system replied, “FILE UNKNOWN,” a typical student would freak out, pull up a file list, then 
begin to panic when there were absolutely zero files present. Only a sharp (or very calm) 
cookie would notice that instead of being logged into John Doe’s account, he was actually logged 
into Jack Doe’s account, then start scratching his head as to how he got there. (Removing this 
little trickster file required another skill set involving permission handling, which also was not 
taught to students.) 


As a result of the “punishment,” | was also assigned to the band 
room as my new homeroom, and chose to take up typing as an elec- 
tive to fill up the last half of my year. Yes, “typing,” NOT “keyboard- 
ing.” We learned how to load multiple sheets of paper, identify and 
use 50% cotton corrasable bond paper or onion skin, not to mention 
how to use real carbon paper, adjust the platen, and manually set 
and clear tab stops. The switch between Elite and Pica fonts was 
accomplished by physically replacing the corresponding ball. | not 
only learned to touch type (a useful skill that has since served me my 
entire life) at 60 WPM with 0 errors, but also landed a sweet gig in All State Band, likely a result 
of all the extra practice time in homeroom which | found myself blessed. As our school’s only 
trumpet player in All State that year, more than a few band nerds were as befuddled as 2016 
Hillary voters (as | was around 5th chair at the time.) Our section leader, a real-life Barbie doll, 
took it hardest. One might say she never got over it. 


The Death of Our Led 


Apologies, but | have to take a moment from recounting the past to post something of a journal 
entry: Last week my personal life was shaken in “real time” as my elderly mother’s first 
ambulance ride led to a 4-day stay in the hospital, but she’s doing better now. The emotional 
roller coaster of seeing my life transitioning through this period of change is apprehensive, to say 
the least. While enjoying a relatively pleasant Monday a week later (as | type) the Cathedral of 
Notre Dame in Paris is burning. At /east twice in phone interviews, Shep and Neil on Fox News 
silenced commentary from their guests on how every week another church is being desecrated 
or destroyed in France. Islamic jihad destroys faster than civilization can rebuild, but even 
conservative news outlets will not allow this to be broadcast openly. Jihad is silent and deadly. 





Update, Easter morning following the arson of Notre Dame: “religious extremists” (Muslim jihadi 
terrorists) blew up and killed over 200 souls in churches and hotels in Sri Lanka. | may as well 
chronicle the world’s race to Armageddon. It’s clear how this will end to those who study The 
Revelation of Saint John: The world takes the /ast of Islam’s duality and nukes ‘em all. Mind you, 
it's much more likely a nuke will be set off by Islam (intentionally or accidentally)— same result. 
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Islam reflects God's “fail safe” to ensure Armageddon— it has it’s own version of “the Day of 
Resurrection,” Yawm al-Qiyamah “4«kll a”, a fascinating counterpoint to Revelation’s version, 
but remember, Islam is false ideology, yet truth shines brightest when false exists by compar- 
ison. A photochemically produced black and white or color print photographically exists as a 
true, positive copy of an actual image only because of the negative, chemical image previously 
captured on film. 


Digital photography negates the need for negatives: Any given pixel either is or is not repre- 
sented by a finite set of dimensional values (R, G, B, X, Y, i.) Dead pixels in LCD or plasma 
screens are always a joy— (the black or white dot , that never goes away.) 


Linking the Old Testament to the New Testament (including Revelation) brings resonance to 
several recurring themes throughout the Bible, starting with Genesis 1:5, “...And the evening and 
the morning were the first day.” Judaism holds that the “day” extends from sunset to sunset, not 
sunup to sunup, or even midnight to midnight. Without both darkness and light, we are 
incomplete; with both darkness and light, we are complete. As Jesus said in Mark 3:23, “How 
can Satan drive out Satan?” Evil fails to drive out itself, yet Light drives out darkness. 


The quiet stillness of [her] presence, to my soul, is more electrifyingly beautiful than any 
orchestra or choir in my ears. [Her] physical body united wth mine is God’s Kingdom on Earth. 


In the grand scheme of today’s world, My Father was lucky enough to encounter (and marry) my 
mother, and thus | came into being. Universally speaking, we all come from Our Father, aka Ori- 
gin, aka God. If Something is Our Father, then Nothing must be Our Mother, because ultimately, 
Something came out of His Own Nothing. Thus, Something and Nothing both are our parents. 
Any wonder why it’s so much easier to just use the word “God”? 


More importantly, see how the abortion of a human fetus attacks God of the Living? Abortion is 
an attack, the transformation of that which exists (life) into that which does not exist (death.) 
When abortion wins, truth dies. The utter hypocrisy of “pro-choice” (as | was for years, leaning 
always on the side of “pro-life’) occurs when that same “freedom of choice to live” is exactly 
what’s being denied to the fetus. One is either pro-life, or pro-death. That's a choice. The hypoc- 
risy begins with having coitus with the opposite sex without commitment to the consequences. 


One may surmise this is the underlying cause for my complete a-voidance of sex with [her] (in 
the past.) | had a total fear of commitment, based entirely on my fear of being unable to support 
[her]— /et alone a family of children! 


“I'm not sure | can have children,” [she] said. It’s not [her] fault— it’s mine! | lacked courage, vi- 
sion, and commitment. Would you want to marry some /oser like that? 


If failure is one of your enemies, “Love thine enemies” (...brings success!) 
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“Does God care?” As | asked myself that question, | felt a void form beneath my heart, as if 
something had just then disappeared from my torso. If | were a pregnant woman, Id say it felt as 
if 'd just lost a child. As a man, it felt like a loss of “energy.” It was not a pleasant feeling. 
Where once there’d been something, instead there was nothing. A pastor might tell you, “Of 
course God cares— why do you think He sent us Jesus?” 


When one considers that God exists, then the answer is yes, that God cares about all existence. 
To be perfectly consistent, God Loves. (If one considers “God loves efficiency,” then certainly 
“the efficient transformation of the inefficient” is cause to rejoice! Bring on the Apocalypse!) The 
false belief, that god does not exist, yields no answer, because there is no god to care. If 
humanity as a whole attacked and destroyed all that exists, all that is true, then what would hu- 
manity eventually have left? False attacks false; false attacks truth. Truth reinforces and de- 
fends truth; truth survives that which is false. Whenever duality (0) attacks unity (1), the secret 
weapon against all attack is to love one’s enemy. The greatest warrior never touches a weapon. 


If we fail to defend our world’s existence with love against the ever-spreading deception of false, 
Islamic ideology (jihad, basically all things Islam) we'll soon find our world unrecognizable as the 
Abomination of Desolation (Some interpret it as “Depopulation”) renders the surface of the Earth 
into a mirror of the moon’s. As jihad spreads, the shadow of taqiyya (Islamic deception) grows, 
and the Light of our world diminishes. Hopefully, the desolation of Islam’s womb will trigger man- 
kind to give rise to a brighter, future age of Man, of Reason, of Logos, the Second Coming of 
Christ, of Solum Dei Amor, where “deception” and “false” are clearly identifiable for what they 
are, and diminished accordingly. 


Computer room doors were never a roadblock for me. During my high school love of playing 
Star Trek, learning BASIC se Ma eyF. and coding Star Heck, | had 
discovered a “new” lab on eee the 3rd floor of the Kirksey 
Old Main building. This spot was cool! In addition to an 
“old” teletype or two (maybe m™ the very one Ra first intro- 
duced me to!) it also Be housed an old, enormous, 
metal, coffin-sized machine By —_— with an impact line-printer 
that | avoided as much as << possible. (Later, in college, | 
learned it was a stand-alone computer that had to be programmed in binary-compiler / mach- 
ine-assembly language. It was a dinosaur even then, but it did function, and | loved using it!) 
The other odd units included one machine about the same size but stood upright, with an optical 
punch-tape reader (it read the holes punched in the tape by means of the light shining through 
them) that | later learned did the exact same thing as the old coffin-monster, only it read punched 
tape at a speed Id not thought possible. It punched tape so fast it sounded like a buzz saw and 
had a special bucket for collecting the “confetti” (waste.) A third oddball unit looked like an up- 
right organ with a keyboard of clear, Lucite keys that lit up or went dark as its way of expressing 
8 or 16-bit data words (bytes.) It was the “keyboard” of the optical tape reader unit. These com- 
puters were so elementary, their startup (boot) programs had to be loaded manually in the event 






167 


a unit ever lost power. One program | wrote for and executed on the light-organ cyclically de- 
leted data from the stack top down, zeroing out the entire core, even the basement bootstrap 
program. Whoever used it affer me was not impressed ;-) 


One of the college students who aided (some might add “and abetted”) me had my same first 
name, but I'll change it here to “Paul’— “Paul Rabbit’— and we hit it off as well as two computer 
geeks could, considering our age difference, but he took the time to explain the process behind 
how he coded the cursor control function in Star Trek to easily hit any CRT X/Y coordinate, 
which allowed the game’s program to visually animate the photon torpedoes as they “fired” from 
the Enterprise, “traveled” across the quadrant, and wiped out the Klingon in sector MN, or 
wherever targeted. Shooting starbases was particularly heinous, but fun! He also happened to 
be the son of the head of the entire computer department at MTSU, “Peter,” who was also in 
charge of ensuring | kept away during Sgt. Tank’s and Mrs. Sins’ Iron Curtain administrations. 
Awkward, perhaps, but Paul knew | was a genuinely sincere student (what's called a “white hat” 
in today’s cyberworld) and not the “black hat” (criminal / hacker) everyone was trying to paint me 
as. He’s also the guy who gave me the idea of a ..INIT file that would log a user into some other 
user's ID (without their being aware of the switch) but, as he once apologized, “I can’t tell you 
everything— Some things you have to figure out yourself.” 


One evening as | left the lab (last cow out of the barn) | had the privilege of meeting the janitor in 
charge of sweeping up and locking the lab for the night. Thinking ahead, | made sure to treat him 
with friendship and respect, and never gave him any trouble. Then, one evening, | arrived at the 
lab just as he was locking up, and put on the look of a student in a dire fix: “Il have a program | 
need to turn in first thing tomorrow morning. | don’t know what I'm gonna do...!?” 


Sure enough, | tugged on just the right heartstring: “Il can let you in, but | have to leave the door 
locked. If you go to the bathroom or anything and it shuts, | won't be able to let you back in.” 


“Really? That’s GREAT! THANK you!!” | had all sorts of unspoken, personal opinions in regards 
to his appearance of low intellect and possible deformities (| was a kid, and still had immature 
thoughts regarding others) but at that point, he was as dear to me as a golden goose. Imadea 
habit of leaving when the lab closed, then casually returning when | spotted him nearing the door. 
We built up a level of trust: he let me in, and Id leave the lab locked and secure when | left. It 
was beautiful! That is, until the Night of the Schvartze.... 


Following the chaos of Murf, Schvartze, and Wednesday at the LRC computer lab, MTSU ban- 
ned ALL high school students from the labs. | began kicking myself for ever leaking to DeeJer, 
which led to Murf’s flood. (“Three can keep a secret if two of them are dead,” opined Ben Frank- 
lin.) It was only a matter of time until Schvartze found his way to the KOM 3rd floor lab. Seeing 
him there, my heart began to sink. 


Apparently, he was “helping” Freshman college students “learn” to login to their new, 
class-issued user IDs (something | often did, as the CRTs had a different login style than the 
teletypes) which had a standard format such that a Computer Science student taking an 
intro-100 level course would have an ID like: CSClInnnn100xx, where nnnn would be the 
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catalog’s “class#,” 100 would be the course# and xx would be the student's last name 
alpha-ordinal listing in the course-class. ALL passwords defaulted to a student’s social security 
#’s last 4 digits, which were listed in a printout of every enrolled student's campus U.S. Post 
Office. (Did | already mention that finding SSNs in this manner led to my part in helping create 
the Federal law prohibiting database sort keys based solely on a person’s SSN?) 


The video (CRT) terminals in the lab did NOT use a dial-up connection: they were networked 
using BNC connectors along a coax wire, allowing them to print (display) at 300 baud, over twice 
as fast as the 110 baud physical limitation of the teletype, which was mechanically unable to 
type any faster. Unfortunately, CRTs used teletype-friendly protocol, which made a strike-over 
garbage mask display on two separate lines; the 4-digit password was clearly visible on a 3rd. 
Schvartze was recording all the fresh user IDs and passwords in a cheap folder one might easily 
presume to be a classwork folder. | tried ignoring him as best! could: it seemed better for me to 
NOT have any connection with him, as I'd be considered his accomplice. 


One afternoon when a college dude had been working all day on a COBOL program, Schvartze 
(being his usual, pesky self) stood behind the guy’s monitor, asking inane, pesky questions, in an 
obvious attempt to be so annoying that the guy might leave, thus giving Schvartze the opportunity 
he coveted to get online. | was seated a few stations ahead of this powder keg, and looked back 
just in time to see Schvartze fidgeting with the terminal’s BNC connector. <ZOINK!> 
Schvartze’s hand on the connection was just enough ground to disrupt the tenuous data 
connection to the mainframe: 


“CP DISCONNECTS?!!!?2? Whaddya mean, ‘CP DISCONNECTS’?!?” To all who'd suffered the 
tragedy of a system crash or properly logged off a CRT, the cryptic message was un- 
ambiguous: the dude had just lost all his hard work for that entire day, and he truly DID have a 
program due in the morning. He grabbed Schvartze by the shoulder / neck, and wrangled him 
into a seat in the back of the room and brought the lab assistant over to “assist”. 


“What class are you in? Who’s your instructor? What's this??” He’d opened Schvartze’s 
folder looking for intel on his new nemesis, and spotted the sheets of IDs and passwords. He 
was livid! | smiled, hoping Schvartze had finally met his maker, eagerly awaiting the next scene. 
In the explosive aftermath, the dude shoved Schvartze further down in the seat and ordered him 
to start typing. “You're gonna type in every keystroke you just lost!” 


Schvartze sassed back: “No I'm not. | can’t type and you cant make me.” 


Blood! Blood! Blood makes the turf grow! | felt my soul rooting with malice and glee for 
Shvartze’s imminent execution. | couldn’t believe what happened next: Curse them that curse 
you. lf you hadn’t guessed by now, Schvartze was one of God’s “chosen people,” visibly of the 
Jewish race, although not one of the more handsome specimens: greasy skin (not just acne) 
and curved, hawk-billed nose, “oily’ was the word that always came to mind whenever | saw 
him. However, he had supernatural protection. The dude suddenly slumped down in despair, 
crushed in absolute defeat. | watched as the wind left his sails. He turned Schvartze loose, then 
as a last hurrah, pushed him out of the lab, folder stuffed with misbegotten IDs, passwords and 
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all, slamming the door on him as Schvartze tried to turn around and come back in. The lab 
assistant jumped into action, going to the door and warning Schvartze to leave before Security 
showed up. 


Not long after this circus, | was following my usual evening routine with the janitor, when he hung 
his head and sadly informed me, “I can’t let you in anymore, or I'll get in trouble.” 


Another learning opportunity, crushed by the Schvartze! It wasn't the janitor’s fault: he’d been an 
actual friend during this period. 


Some time later, as such things tend to reflux, | was called into the MTSU computer department 
along with my parents by the head honcho, Paul Rabbit’s dad, Dr. Peter. As | was a high school 
student, Dr. Peter wasn’t aiming for legal, disciplinary action: he wanted to pow-wow with my 
parents in a way to focus my energy. (It felt more like “confine” at the time.) My primary issue 
was the lengths the university had gone to so as to block students (me) from playing Star Trek. 


Midway through this Sheldon-level parent-teacher conference, | began whining like a victimized 
liberal: “Why do you even still have Star Trek on the system? It stinks on the teletype, and all the 
labs with CRTs are closed when the time restriction opens up.” 


Dr. Peter explained it was a resource hog (anyone with a bogged down laptop or PC can relate) 
but back then it posed a far greater problem: MTSU had ONE mainframe, used by BOTH the 
academic circles (students, teachers, classes, local high schools) AND administration (finance 
and accounting, class scheduling, student tracking) plus student enrollment in computer-based 
courses was increasing, along with the university's increased dependence on efficiency of 
administrative programs, so as resources (processing power) tightened, critical processes 
crashed due to lack of (what we call today) RAM. The Honeywell GCOS 6000 series with all its 
drives and peripherals took up nearly half the entire basement of the Admin building, running at 
an amazing 1 MIPS (million instructions per second) which upgraded to 1.2 MIPS and later to 
1.7, but to give you an idea of just how weak that still was by today’s standards, the Nintendo 64 
(at only 93.75 MHz) had a staggering 125 MIPS and was roughly the size of a lunch box. Amore 
recent Intel Core i7 model boasts over 317,000 MIPS, measuring only 2.07" x 1.77" (5.25cm x 
4.5cm.) Students playing Star Trek on the mainframe could bring the system to its knees when 
payroll was running, or the semester’s grades were processing, So access was denied until 
after 7 PM, effectively archiving the program without actually deleting it. Early pioneers felt the 
need to preserve algorithms. Even then, “slower” was despised. 


“But why are you targeting ME? |saw you down here one night privately tutoring Quincy Doright, 
and a lab assistant caught Schvartze red handed with a folder STUFFED with student user IDs!” 


“Quincy’s parents are both faculty members, and Schvartze named you right off the bat as the 
one causing all the problems in the lab.” 


Sometimes the questionable benefits of hypocrisy and the unmistakable stench of brown- 
nosing-favoritism are completely obscured in the emotional mindset of the young. All | could see 
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was anger at the unfairness of the special treatment extended to the favorites while the true stu- 
dent was mercilessly crushed. | failed to recognize “success breeds success” and that occa- 
sionally, evil is rewarded. Yet here | sit, freely enjoying modern technology while Schvartze is the 
last surviving member of his family, and Quincy’s entire clan (him plus his parents and older 
brother) lies a-moulderin’ in the grave. | wouldn't be surprised if Schvartze votes for Biden. 


Spring of XXX2, all my shenanigans were coming to an end. The previous Dean of Men (Ivan 
Boot-kicker) and | had an understanding (that most hijinks were a part of learning) but he’d been 
replaced with a new Dean of Men who was tasked with cutting his teeth by chewing me up for 
breakfast. A day comes in every kid’s life when actions begin to acquire more permanent 
consequences; Dean “Hazy” had a job to do, and to hell with whomever he greased the treads of 
his tank. He officially charged me with a few miscellaneous issues regarding disobedience of an 
instructor (Fleabitten, who denied my right to protect my own user ID) plus violation of at least 
one computer policy, and “Misuse of University Facilities.” Not realizing just how serious this 
was, | allowed them to assign me a student acting as a free, appointed defense attorney, but “ut- 
terly incompetent” doesn’t even begin to describe his “contributions.” It became immediately ap- 
parent his understanding of “secondary passwords” (which Fleabitten specifically forbade) was 
non-existent; by the time | was allowed to represent myself, over 75% of the damage had already 
been done. The charge of “Misuse of University Facilities ,” however, stuck in my conscience. 


“Guilty” on all charges was the outcome, with Fleabitten and his boss calling for blood: complete 
expulsion from MTSU. Fortunately, Dean Hazy also had a conscience, and persuaded the panel 
to settle for a 2-year suspension (until Fall of XXX4) with the stipulation | was also barred from 
any activity on campus. Merely a footstep on a blade of grass was cause for arrest on grounds 
of Trespassing on State Property. The only half-redeeming grace was they allowed me to finish 
the semester and claim whatever credits | might get. This amounted to a B in Composition, 3 Fs 
and 2 WPs (dropped while passing.) 


| left a school of higher education and entered the school of hard knocks. It eventually took me 
23 years to earn my Bachelor of Science degree, but even so | dropped my Computer Science 
major and switched to [her] major, Psychology, hoping to someday share a class with [her.] 


The day of Fall ’X4 registration, as | was exiting Murphy Center via the southern passage, [she] 
was on the way in. As [she] seemed not in any mood for discussion, my heart leapt high just 
seeing [her] beauty once again, but | kept on walking, thinking we’d have a better chance to patch 


things up later. Best not to cause a scene my first day back on campus. Still, what were the 
odds??? 


St Infinite Universe? 
Someone asked: “What does an infinite universe imply?” 
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1eo=1; 1 never changes: it’s always 1. Now, keep in mind, when ALL=1, ALL also =0, because 
ALL includes 0, which always excludes 1. The only thing that never changes is dead. But if death 
exists, then DEATH=1, and now 0=1, and the universe re-spawns anew. ©1=~©0=01. 


The “past” is an illusory effect, constantly re-written (to an extent) based upon what is happening 
“Now.” The only moment to ever exist is “Now,” as the past no longer exists (after a point) and 
the future has yet to come into existence. The “Big Bang” is happening “Now” even as | type / as 
you read. The “Big Bang” is a reflection of everything required in order to create the moment of 
“Now” as “Now” presently exists. Like the movement of a magnifying glass roasting ants on the 
sidewalk, the point of the Big Bang represents the lens of God focused back to the point of origin. 
It also focuses the condensing lens of truth into the future: the nuclear Light of Armageddon. 


She Mominalion of Desolation 


In Matthew 24:3, Jesus was asked by His disciples: “...what shall be the sign of Thy coming, and 
of the end of the age?” 


lam forced to ask myself, “The end of which age, precisely? What if Jesus interpreted this to 
mean “the end of the age of Man’? |am compelled to comment in-line with this discourse. Per 
tradition, the spoken Word of Christ is in red. 


In Matthew 24:4, Jesus answered and said unto them, “Take heed that no man deceive you.” 
—Deception is the hallmark of tagiyya, of Muhammad and Islam. Take heed indeed!— 5 “For 
many shall come in My name, saying, ‘| am Christ’;,— Currently, Louis Farrakhan leads the 
pack, claiming to be Jesus. (Don’t believe me? Check the garbage he spews on his Twitter 
feed, if it’s still extant.) For the record, | am writing as The Advocate, The Paraclete (Greek: 
TTapakAnTos) something | ask you to firmly keep in mind— my purpose is to remind and teach 
you of what Christ has already said. The purpose-function and message of the Messiah has al- 
ready been fulfilled in the crucifixion and resurrection of Jesus Christ!— “...and shall deceive 
many.”’— At the time of this writing, there are about 1.x billion Muslims under the deception of 
Muhammad’s dualism, plus millions of democrats and other dhimmi actors!— 6 “And ye shall 
hear of wars and rumors of wars...’— the adulteration of that which is with that which is not: 
matter competing with antimatter; thought with anti-thought— “see that ye be not troubled; for all 
these things must come to pass, but the end is not yet. 7 For nation shall rise against nation, and 
kingdom against kingdom; and there shall be famines, and pestilences [Covid-19] and earth- 
quakes, in various [divers] places. 8 All these are the beginning of sorrows. 9 Then shall they de- 
liver you up to be afflicted, and shall kill you; and ye shall be hated of all nations for My name’s 
sake. 10 And then shall many be offended...’— well, certainly many claim to be offended. 


Other than libtard, social-justice warriors, no one takes more offense than Muslims, as when an 
infidel speaks “truth" regarding the false nature of Islam, which is hilarious when one realizes 
only that which is false may be “offended” by that which truly exists. A false spear (one that does 
not exist) can never give offense— “...and shall betray one another, and shall hate one another. 
11 And many false prophets shall rise, and shall deceive many. 12 And because iniquity shall a- 
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bound, the love of many shall wax cold. 13 But he that shall endure unto the end, the same shall 
be saved. 14 And this Gospel of the Kingdom shall be preached in all the world for a witness un- 
to all nations; and then shall the end come. 15 When ye, therefore, shall see the abomination of 
desolation, spoken of by Daniel the prophet, stand in the holy place, (whoso readeth, let him 
understand)’— Id like to take a moment here to point out two possible interpretations of this pas- 
sage: either a) when [I, you, or we] see the abomination standing in the holy place, or b) when 
we see the abomination, [we or you are / one is] to stand in the holy place— these are signifi- 
cantly different instructions. As online trolls/media critics try hacking this book to pieces, this 
phrase may be hashed out with greater clarity by cunning linguists who can better translate origi- 
nal Aramaic and Greek. 


His admonition (whosoever reads, let him understand) fills Me (the Advocate) with an intense 
desire to go stand in the Temple in Israel. However, it’s not yet rebuilt (as | write this) even 
though in my mind, there is only One “Holy Place,” and that’s in [her] arms, at the moment we 
find ourselves married to each other— 16 “Then let them in Judaea flee into the mountains ;’— 
Trump’s Middle-East Peace Plan has recently been approved but it has yet to reach fruition, and 
involves the West Bank. Things are always in flux prior to going to press— | kinda feel like it’s a 
race: Peace plan, Temple rebuilding, rejection of the “Peace” plan by the Palestinians after 3’4 
years (once the economic carrot is consumed) followed by Armageddon. Somewhere in that 
process this book will be published. 


17 “Let him who is on the housetop not come down to take anything out of his house; 18 Neither 
let him who is in the field return back to take his clothes. 19 And woe unto them that are with 
child, and to them who nurse {give suck} in those days! 20 But pray ye that your flight be not in 
the winter, neither on the sabbath day; 21 For then shall be great tribulation, such as was not 
since the beginning of the world to this time, no, nor ever shall be. 22 And except those days 
should be shortened, there should no flesh be saved; but for the elect's sake those days shall be 
shortened.”— Many have trouble with this phrase. | read it simply as the time period between the 
Autumnal Equinox and the Vernal Equinox, when the days are “shortened,” less daylight than twi- 
light, compared to the northern hemisphere’s summer (between Spring and Fall) when the days 
are longer, or possibly between the Summer Solstice and the Winter Solstice, as the days are 
“shortening.” The only part of the year that does nof fit is between the Vernal Equinox and Sum- 
mer Solstice, when days are definitely lengthening, with more daylight than twilight. If this great 
tribulation happens during the dark days of winter, there might be more souls saved, escaping ji- 
had under cover of night. 23 “Then if any man shall say unto you, ‘Lo, here is Christ, or there,’ 
believe it not. 24 For there shall arise false Christs, and false prophets, and shall show great 
signs and wonders; insomuch that, if it were possible, they shall deceive the very elect.— 
Granted, this doesn’t say much about our libtard politicians— 25 Behold, | have told you before. 
26 Wherefore, if they shall say unto you, Behold, he is in the desert; go not forth; behold, he is in 
the secret chambers; believe it not. 27 For as the lightning cometh out of the east, and shineth 
even unto the west; so shall also the coming of the Son of Man be.— [As the dawn of reason ap- 
proaches and the sunlight of logic rises.] 28 For wherever the carcass is, there will the eagles be 
gathered together.”— (If not vultures as well.) These verses form my greatest ally and greatest 
critic: Either | AM The Advocate— or I'm not. Either way, it’s not for me to say, as God only 
knows. It’s simply my job to believe and remind others to do the same— strive to understand 
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what He has already told us in the person of Jesus Christ, forever recorded in the Gospel (red 
letter edition preferred.) 


Remember the discussion of sea level? The sea represents not only our birth, but also our 
death. One of life’s simpler truths was (fictitiously) uttered from the mouth of a dolphin in Robert 
Merle’s and Buck Henry’s movie, The Day of the Dolphin. “Good floats— bad sinks.” Everything 
is part of everything so everything has its place, even death. Excrement of the lowest thoughts 
fills up the spiritual ocean’s depths, raising Life’s sea level, separating lower existence. Often we 
forget: water not only seeks the lowest point— it also ascends! 


The end of Spring XXX2 through Fall of XXX4 was full of— distraction. | had to get a job. In order 
to get a job, | had to have acar. | found employment at a local pizza franchise, on the condition | 
got acar. The bank offered to extend a (cosigned) car loan on the basis | got a job. Mom and 
Dad took me to a small, used car lot where, after turning down a Volvo on the verge of collapse, 
Mom pointed out a small, sporty blue Datsun that captured my heart from the moment | sat 
behind the wheel. Signed, sealed, and delivered, | was on the way to adulthood. 





After only two days on the job, the franchise owner decided all us drivers had to put these tacky, 
illuminated signs on top of our cars, held on with tight straps that gripped against the roof’s side 
gutters. As | drove, the straps beat the roof so loudly it was like driving inside a bass drum 
played as a continuous snare roll. | raised hell. Twisting the straps, disbursing any reed-like vi- 
brations from the wind, provided the solution. Unfortunately the damage was already done: | 
was fired, just because the boss thought | was a pain. He died some years later of a painful 
heart attack, so harken well to “Judge not, that ye be not judged” (Matthew 7:1.) This raises one 
of the toughest issues regarding Islam’s hypocritical dualism: If any should judge Islam to be 
“false,” or “hypocritical,” then is not the same judgement handed out in return? Questions such 
as this are what led me to understand that when Love is one’s only truth, there is no “false.” 
Plus, Islam reflects such false ideology, that anything said about it is false by association, includ- 
ing this statement! 


Tooling Your Own Hom 


Making a joyful noise unto the Lord sometimes carries a blessing and a curse. Having played 
trumpet for a decade, | was fairly decent: | could play anything except | couldn’t improvise; the 
toughest piece | ever learned included the riffs in Tchaikovsky's Symphony No. 4 in F Minor, 
Opus 36. | never bothered with Flight of the Bumblebee or The Carnival of Venice. Rifting half- 
scales (GABCDCBAG) that echoed off the walls of the school building across the field was its 
own joy. Leroy Anderson’s Bugler's Holiday was plenty fun also. Of course, if we’d had “You 
Tube” back in my day, | could’ve learned more from listening, played better, and re-ascended 
back into first chair ego status. If we had had texting / smart phones / online internet forums, I'd 
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have been greater at everything | set my mind to. And yet, my fall would only have been greater 
as well: | might've missed the turnoff to humility, peace and understanding. 


“Pride goeth before destruction, and an haughty spirit before a fall” (Proverbs 16:18) for sure! 
(Hello, David! It looks like things between you and Bathsheba turned out fairly well, after all!) 


God promised Noah He would never again destroy the Earth by water, but Life’s threshold can 
be raised and lowered in ways other than flooding by water. Surviving nuclear winter after 
flooding the atmosphere with radioactive fallout requires a nuclear magnet to draw al! nuclear 
devastation to one specific area, culling the worst third of mankind, sparing the more useful 
two-thirds. Nature gradually increases the efficiency with which it culls the inefficient— Nature 
culls failure. What better way to cull ignorance than by creating a dualistic, demonic, ignorant, 
litigious, misogynistic, sexist, socio-political, kleptocratic, base theocracy (Islam) to attract and 
breed the worst of the worst, the lowest of the low, the dumbest of the dumb, the falsest of the 
false, the most violent of the violent that Earth has to offer? (“Turn on the evil magnet”! See 
Matthew 13:24-30.) Of course, all the “good hearted” Muslims would vehemently disagree with 
that analysis, but they‘re under the death penalty of apostasy for saying otherwise. 


Can they be saved?? 


An easier analogy depicts God working at His office desk, chucking ideas that aren’t working out 
so well into a waste bin. Walking failed ideas individually from the drawing board to the incinera- 
tor wastes an enormous amount of energy (especially considering Whom the Architect rep- 
resents.) Having one (Islamic) trash bucket for catching all the failed, soulless ideas permits one 
trip to Hell’s incinerator, making God’s time more productive as He works on newer ideas (Crea- 
tion) more efficiently. Islam represents God’s Own toilet bow! (after all, they enshrined one of His 
turds in the Kaaba) and Hell is His incinerator. Of course, a good incinerator a/so fuels a power 
plant, so even “bad” ideas are transformed into useful energy. 


Howto save them?? 


This greatly simplifies the Heaven-Hell dichotomy: Thoughtfully productive (TP) vs. thoughtlessly 
destructive (TD.) The TP (Christians loving their enemies) often save the TD by putting them to 
good use and teaching them to be TP. (The infamous Ayatollah Khomeini once wrote a book, 
Resaleh Towzih al-Masael, wherein he discusses using round stones instead of “TP.”) On the 
other hand, the TD (Muslim jihadists) seem incapable of finding any use for the TP (TD’s are 
“thoughtless”) other than beheading or other forms of execution for the purpose of spreading 
terror, per Qur'an 8:12: “...cast terror into the hearts of [disbelievers. Strike] off their heads and 
strike off every fingertip of them.” Every time | read that, it seems thoughtlessly redundant: if a 
person is already beheaded, what use is cutting off their fingers? Are jihadists robbing dead fin- 
gers for jewelry? The Nazis accumulated massive treasure doing exactly this (and worse) at 
concentration camps during the Holocaust. Many Nazi SS converted to Islam. 





175 


Revelation 14:15-16 reads: “And another angel came out of 
the temple, crying with a loud voice to Him that sat on the 
cloud, ‘Thrust in thy sickle, and reap: for the time is come for 
thee to reap; for the harvest of the Earth is ripe.’ 16 And He 
that sat on the cloud thrust in his sickle on the Earth; and the 
Earth was reaped.” Some interpret this astrologically as late 
July-early August, when the constellation of Leo (The Sickle) 
“reaps” (touches) the Earth near the horizon at sunset. 

-’ Armageddon’s epic carnage is listed in Rev. 14:20, “1,600 
‘ furlongs of blood [around 4’-6’ deep.]” The width of the blood 
river remains a matter for interpretation. 
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Then “Lo!” And “Behold!” The “Holy Qur'an” came into be- 
ing; Muhammad was (not “s.a.w.”, but “was”) the perfect cow- 
ard that God needed to bring Armageddon to fruition. Who 
needs floods to cull the human herd? Who needs Sodom and Gomorrah to highlight the wages 
of sin? All God needed was a false ideology (Islam) to compliment His true ideology (Christian- 
ity) and now we have the beginnings of a beautiful (theological) relationship! 


blechical Crcuily 


Any electrician can tell you a current needs two things: a positive (+) and negative (-) terminal 
(study “anode and cathode” for more details.) Energy flowing from a car’s +pos battery terminal 
seeks out any available path to the -neg terminal. When the +pos shorts straight to the -neg, 
sparks fly and the battery may explode, wires melt, and all hell (actual flame) may break loose, 
but when that +pos energy is routed through something as simple as a light bulb (or LED) or as 
complex as an audio system with speakers, or as high tech as a GPS system, on its way to the 
-neg terminal, all manner of beautiful things can occur: Energy passing through resistance on its 
way to ground creates heat, and enough heat in a controlled fashion creates light (or lightning / 
plasma.) Too much energy or too little control and things get messy, sometimes blowing fuses 
or causing people to lose their grasp on reality. As Steve Martin once said, “Comedy is not pret- 
ty.” Losing one’s grasp of reality can be downright horrifying. Just ask survivors from the vicinity 
of jinad suicide bombing attacks, or recovered mental patients who’ve wandered through too 
many psych wards, or any apostate of Islam. Reality, on the other hand, is— 





7 
WESTERN HORIZON 7 


Looking into [her] eyes, holding [her] hand, whispering sweet nothings in [her] ear, the euphoric 
smell of [her] hair, the angelic music of [her] softest whispers.... 
(Sorry, lost myself for a moment....) 


Lest! 


So I'm out tooting my horn in the back field one day, when two young sprouts from across the 
street, “Tee” and “Dee,” come by for one of those odd occasions when pre-teens sidled up to 
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meet with an older teen, usually on a mission. It was late May of XXX0, before my college 
sophomore year, the year before meeting [her], Still 18 years old, 19 was knocking. Tee was the 
youngest brother of the two older sodomites from across the street: Dee was a younger brother 
to an older sister, “Space Baby,” whose backyard was two yards over, catty-corner to Tee’s 
backyard. I'd seen Tee and Dee out exploring before, as kids usually do when they’re in a 
relatively “safe” neighborhood (free of helicopter-type parents.) But talking to a college guy— that 
was unusual. It was suddenly clear why Ra rarely spoke to me— Like talking through a time 
portal, it’s very odd. 


“We heard you playing all the way over in Dee’s back yard,” Tee began. “His sister thinks you 
play trumpet better than anyone she’s ever heard.” 


“How old is his sister?” (| knew she was younger than | was, but that was about it. | barely even 
knew she existed.) If she thought /was the best, she clearly hadn't listened to many musicians. 


“She turns 14 in a few days,” Dee chipped in. “She wants to know if you give lessons?” 


| knew a few tips to share, namely, that to play a good trumpet, one needs to be able to “buzz” 
one’s lips at least a full octave, preferably two, and a bit more when using a mouthpiece. The 
more control one has wthout the horn, the better one actually sounds wth the horn. 


Knowing her age, it was a safe bet she hadn’t met any rea/ trumpet players (students rarely 
show much talent until they’re a few years beyond puberty, although there are some rare excep- 
tions, Alma Deutscher and Amira Willighagen being two divinely gifted, prodigal musicians.) 


Doing some quick mental math, | figured Space Baby was barely within 5 years younger than 
me. | wasn't into “jailbait,” but if something should get hinky, at least | was inside the legal win- 
dow at that time. Of course, Muhammad married a 6-year-old, but he’s the most infamous pe- 
dophile in history. Every devout Muslim today will tell you he’s the “example of a perfect life on 
Earth,” blatantly plagiarizing Christianity. Shari'a allows buying a bride fresh out of the womb. 


| held my silver, Bach Stradivarius trumpet, serial #56347 (it was stolen 15 years later) with a 
white, cotton glove (typically worn only by band students when marching) to help keep sweat off 
the silver. | used to joke that Michael Jackson got his one-glove image from me, but | actually 
stole the idea from DeeJer, who was just downright persnickety about keeping 
things “pristine.” | wore cutoff blue jeans; my prescription glasses were Photosun 
(brown); | sported a decent tan, and my sunbleached, thick, wavy brown hair was 
nearly blond (according to Space Baby’s recollection) but | had very little sense of 
ego back then, and didn’t realize (until she later informed me) just how badly I'd 
caused her to “cream her jeans” when | strode into her back yard. Apparently, | 
awoke her budding hormones. My first impression of her was, Meh— she’s got 
promise, but nothing to get excited over. We had (/ thought) a decent, wholesome 
introduction followed with a bit of tutoring, but | felt her trumpet skills were not her future, to put it 
politely. She was 2nd or 3rd chair talent at best. Later on, | discovered her real skill was on the 
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piano. She’s the only woman Ive ever heard play with stronger emotion than Mom ever did, even 
back in Mom’s prime. Space Baby’s fingers flowed passion through the keys. 


Two summers later, I'm observing my high school alma mater’s marching practice, and Space 
Baby, which led to a follow-up encounter when she came over to visit me at my home. We were 
alone as she remarked how cold it felt inside with the air conditioner on. Being the (horny) 
gentleman that | was, noting she’d “bloomed” somewhat from a bud into a flower, | stood behind 
her with my arms gently caressing her goosebumps, “accidentally” (yeah, sure!) allowing my 
forearms to lightly brush upon her ample bosoms, as the thought of her left nipple practically 
sprang into mind. | didn’t have long to ponder this image, as the next instant she literally grasped 
both my hands with hers and clutch-cupped them to her breasts— clutched hard. We ended up 
dating those two years while | was forced to remain off campus, away from [her.] 


| felt compelled early on to go talk with her dad, and explained | liked her to the point that | didn’t 
want other guys taking advantage of her innocence, so believe it or not, we got along fairly well 
right off the bat. As long as Space Baby liked me, they liked me, and that is the secret of having 
decent relations with potential in-laws. In-laws who despise without cause, however, is another 
issue. | also had the good fortune to originally meet them during the few weeks after she’d 
turned 14, before | turned 19, so the thought of only being four years older seemed more pal- 


pable (to everyone.) (Space Baby’s nickname came from her co-workers at “Lion’s”.) 


| have to be honest with the reader here: | do NOT want to share this part of my life, but it’s the 
second layer of the shaky foundation underpinning everything that follows. Being older than a fe- 
male does NOT guarantee wisdom by any stretch of the imagination. If anything, it may amplify 
one’s immaturity, rather than affirm it. Space Baby was young, unbelievably sexually attractive 
(probably due to incredible pheromones) and cute as a saucy puppy. Every time she played the 
piano, she wove her spell over me ever thicker than before. The fact she was (almost) literally 
“the girl next door” didn’t help my resistance any. | tried on occasion to explain how | was intent 
upon returning to MTSU and to try to regain my relationship with [her], but Space Baby had a 
storybook mind that only wrote Harlequin novels with her as the femme fatale / lead female-ro- 
mantic interest. That she was also an inspirational poet without equal also created a nearly ines- 
capable web. 


When | told her near the start of the Fall ‘x4 semester that “lam going to marry[ ][ ]’, she 
screamed as if her life had been ripped from her body. Fortunately, it was over the phone (I 
wasn't within arm’s reach) or I'd likely be long dead and the past 35+ years would be totally moot. 


Regardless, it wasn’t an easy thing to endure. | knew I'd need help pulling myself away from her 
personal gravity, but over the past year I'd also become a pen-pal with a very Catholic, sweet, 
beautiful young lady, “Cherry Wine,” from Fort Wayne. 


rd met her in a kind of blind date when visiting my cousins. We were gonna spend an evening 
out, and “Wouldnt it be great if [I] had a date?” Cherry was a doll, and we got along like meat 
and potatoes, possibly because she wanted a husband and | had a car, but | sensed no false 
motives from her. She was simply a very kind, loving woman from a very gracious family, and 
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at that time | had no distrust of Catholics, aside from a lifelong education explaining how Martin 
Luther saved “us” from the Pope in much the same way Abraham Lincoln freed the slaves— 
(Any wonder so many Catholics are democrats?) 


Wine helped wean me away from Space Baby, but then flew (jetted) to Nashville to join me for a 
Hallowe’en costume party, and brought along an antebellum outfit that could’ve doubled as a 


wedding dress. | never felt so confused in my life: | had one wannabe novelist writing 
me into her life, plus [my angel] trying to write me out of [her] life, and now one 
quietly considering a job offer at Vanderbilt Hospital in Nashville just to further our 
relationship. Of all these possibilities, the one | felt least likely to succeed (Cherry) 


was making the most headway; | felt like the center of a rolling d4 tetrahedron ina D&D game. A 
heart-to-heart chat in the field behind my home helped focus my awareness on the future. 


As my car payment began looming shortly after losing my first pizza delivery job back in ’X2, | 
snagged another in Nashville, at a corporate location. (Yes, | was driving 70 miles daily, round 
trip, to deliver pizzas. | had very little confidence regarding my ability to get or hold a job of any 
kind, so | clung to what | could get.) Having a car was turning out to be both a blessing and an 
opportunity to foul things up even more: Returning Cherry’s gracious gesture of spending her 
hard-earned money on a plane ticket (budget round trip, but still!) late one evening after the last 
delivery of my shift, | drove 400+ miles to Fort Wayne from Nashville (Tusculum) for a surprise, 
weekend visit. Being mid-winter, the drive was mostly snowy interstate, and | pulled into her 
parents’ driveway in the wee hours of the morning, around 4 AM. Id somehow made the 8 hour 
trip in under 6 hours. | had no wish to wake anyone up, so | snooZed in the car in her driveway, 
occasionally running the motor to keep the engine warm and the heater pumping, until someone 
from inside the house spotted me out in the driveway and invited me in around 6 AM. (Hey, 
Katharine! Guess Who's Coming for Breakfast?) 


SL One Lives Thevorgh Lt, Ik Lt Then Real? 


Showing up with no advance notice or discussion seemed a bit romantic (to me) at the time, but 
what | failed to realize was that I'd been stressing myself out by fighting against my heart’s true 
desire— [her.] This conflict of conscience was about to reveal itself in a most embarrassing 
manner. Cherry’s family had been the most gracious hosts from the start, but that night | 
couldn't sleep. The harder | tried, the more my mind raced; that’s when | first began entering 
what some might call a “manic delusion.” 


Things had started to go wonky on the drive up: Id only been driving a few months, and there 
was no way | should’ve been able to drive 420+ miles through all that snow and ice that fast 
without having an accident of some kind, with only one pit stop for gas and a stretch. The trip up 
through Kentucky and across the Ohio River into Jeffersonville was uneventful. Crossing those 
massive bridges leading out of Louisville had long been a family “landmark,” letting every kid 
know we'd reached the halfway point. Somewhere past Sellersburg and Scottsburg, I'd started 
feeling as if | was being guided supernaturally. | can’t recall exactly which side of Indianapolis | 
was on when | spotted what looked to be a huge, gray-black pyramid off in the distance to the 
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east, but it seemed to be in the middle of nowhere, possibly between Tippey Ditch, Brushy Run 
and Tinkle Ditch (and yes, I'm just guessing.) Based on the distance from the road and its 
apparent size, this thing must've been massive! lt seemed (in the dark, at least) a mile away 
and nearly a mile high. As any Hoosier knows, Indiana is flat; such an apparition simply can not 
exist, as there are relatively no hills upon which it could sit that high. Minding my course over the 
ice and snow, | peered two or three times to the right, checking to see if |was dreaming. Of all 
the times I'd ridden to Fort Wayne, this was one sight I'd never seen before, nor could | explain it 
rationally. This only added to the journey’s building atmosphere (no pun intended.) /t's probably 
a Salt shed or something, | told myself. It was easy to explain as an illusory trick of the darkness 
and the late hour, around 2 or 3 AM (there’s a time zone change from Central to Eastern.) 


This was well before the Memphis Arena opened in 1991 or the Las Vegas Luxor in 1993; these 
huge buildings were not yet reality or even a conscious thought that | knew of. To be honest, | 
should not have seen any black pyramids that night, salt domes or otherwise. But | did see 
something, and made a mental note of it as one of the odd things that happened on that trip. 


The car was purring along nicely, but the thought of a breakdown in this frigid weather was— dis- 
comforting. A story my dad once told me about being rescued after his car broke down (walking 
along a deserted highway in Alaska, being picked up by some MPs in an army jeep that just hap- 
pened to be driving along the road that night) was playing through my mind. He was stationed at 
Fort Richardson (now “Joint Base Elmendorf—Richardson”) near Anchorage, during the Korean 
Conflict, and my older brother, Ra, was due to be born in a few weeks. What were the odds? | 
wondered, but more along the lines of analyzing the connections made throughout time, that 
event to this one. As | was musing this over, an army jeep came slowly up behind me on the left, 
perhaps 5 miles per hour faster than | was going, sporting a license plate from Alaska. | shook 
my head a bit to clear it, but couldn’t get over the golden, sparkly hue that caused the jeep to 
practically glow in the dark. Great paint job. Very well lit, | thought. These anecdotes were 
slowly building up in a stream of consciousness that seemed almost like a second puberty. 


What triggered everything into motion the next evening was (what for me seemed) unusually 
good spirits in the Wine’s family room: such warm, loving, jovial camaraderie amongst family 
members was fofally foreign to me. | apologized for having shown up on a whim rather than cal- 
ling ahead; Mrs. Wine joked aloud, asking “How do you think people communicated long distance 
before telephones were invented?” 


On the surface, it’s a simple, sincere question. But to someone whose brain was in overdrive, it 
seemed like a key had just turned, opening the gateway to the reality behind reality, a secret pas- 
sage to what philosophers refer to as “Plato’s Cave.” How did people communicate over great 
distances before telephones? Or ever? That she just tangibly floated an idea into my head 
made me ask myself if some people may’ve used telepathy as a matter of course, before we 
stopped using it in favor of language or technology? | barely had time to ponder these questions 
when Mr. Wine leaned forward in his easy chair and quipped, “See any black pyramids on your 
way up?” 
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Iluminali Discovered? 


OK. Now things were officially getting weird. Had | wandered into an Illuminati nest? | tried 
keeping my thoughts to myself, but couldn’t help responding to his question: “Yes, | did! What 
was that all about??” He chuckled and sat back quietly, effectively silencing me as well. 


Later that evening, | found myself standing in front of the bathroom mirror, one of those 4’ high by 
5’ wide jokers that take up most of a wall behind the sink basins. The light source was directly 
above, an array hanging from the ceiling, diffused by a frosted, mostly translucent, circular glass 
shade. | stared into the mirror for a good 5 or 10 minutes, seriously pondering if I'd discovered a 
secret Illuminati coven, then some odd— experiences— began to register. | heard what 
sounded like dozens of carpenters hammering all at once, as if an entire house had been built in 
the space of half a minute. It was /oud and sounded like it came from outside, but | had the 
presence of mind to realize it was late evening, and no one was working a construction site at 
this time of night in this neighborhood. It was so loud | wondered how the rest of the family could 
have remained asleep. The thought occurred what I'd heard was a kind of psychic echo of a 
house being built, as if several days’ framing, nailing and sawing were sped up in a compressed 
time-lapse video, but without the chipmunk sound effect that comes from playing recorded 
sound at high speed. Digital playback compression (which edits out the silent gaps between 
sounds) hadn’t been invented yet. All the pounding sounded clearly like old fashioned ham- 
mering, different from the sound of airgun nails, which have a distinctive “Thock! Thock! Thock!” 
sound. It was an older house, after all. 


As that cacophony faded off into the distant past, | continued to stand there, with my arms 
outstretched, in an attempt to fatigue myself. Normally, 'd not be able to hold my arms out for 
more than a few seconds, a minute at most, but this night it was as if they were nailed to a cross 
or tied with ropes, as many (“criminal”) folk were in Roman times, two millennia ago. | began 
meditating on what it must've been like for Christ to have been crucified on the cross on that 
particular Good Friday, and as | watched the mirror, “scenes” began forming in the mirror, as if | 
were looking through a window to a time long ago, seeing three crosses standing on a hill. My 
view wasn't that great, so it wasn’t as if | had a perfect view of three bodies hanging on them, but 
the three crosses were distinct enough for me to begin wondering what | was doing, staring into 
a mirror, and if illusions like this were possible for anyone at anytime, or was something very 
weird going on that night? The heat from the lamp directly over my head began to form its own 
sensory illusion, as if it represented the searing pain of a crown of thorns, and as | gazed at my 
reflection, my eyes staying open all this time with nary a blink, my face began looking slightly 
older, rougher, darker, with a thick, brown beard and mustache, as my head seemed covered 
with an astral-like substance resembling a ghostly crown of thorns, although not clearly visible. 


As | kept watching these illusions play out, | was fascinated that half my mind seemed to enjoy 
watching the scenes unfold, while the other half seemed rooted in reality: “Don’t go taking this 
the wrong way: you’re standing here waiting, balanced, wanting to see [something strange] so 
rm showing it to you. You're not going to mention this to anyone for a VERY long time, so just 
tuck it away in your file of life-experiences, and maybe it'll prove useful some day as a teaching 
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tool.” That last bit about the teaching tool wasn’t entirely clear in my mind at that time, but the 
gist was conveyed, as if someone were talking to me long distance, across time, with no phone. 


Granted, the reader may consider this a transition point from “reality / theory” into “fantasy as bio- 
graphical ideation,” but please allow me to point out, up to this point, 'd not done anything overtly 
crazy. Not quite a “manic panic,” it was more like a child playing with his own imagination; | was 
content to keep it there, despite what had transpired earlier that day, in broad daylight— 


The Guavily Well 


Are you familiar with the scene in "The Matrix" where a prowling, black cat is observed as a 
"glitch" / repeat, kinda like déja vu? Or perhaps the scenes in the Harry Potter series where the 
students run into the column at Platform 9%? "Where do these ideas come from?" I've often 
considered, then it occurs to me, "the author must be drawing upon an idea or theory, based 
upon (the author's) real life experience," such as when Gideon encountered the wet/dry fleece, in 
Judges 6:36-40 (there are countless other examples from the Bible, but this one has always 
been tucked away in the back of my mind for a “rainy day.” As | type this, the Spring floods of 
2019 over the western and lower central to eastern seaboard regions of the United States are 
dousing the memories of the record firestorms from 2018.) (And as | edit this, the historic West 
Coast wildfires of 2020 have erased all worries of Wuhan Flu from the area.) 


I've had countless “rerun” dream scenes akin to watching a DVR (or older, VHS tape) with the 
back-skip / rewind option (not to mention playback controls for video files on digital devices) but 
the act of activating such a button is so minute as to not form a memorable aspect of the dream, 
much like the "subconscious basement" editing process for subconscious (dream) experiences, 
though | declare, having one’s life edited in the following manner is a bit of a mind-blowing event: 


Cherry and | had been out driving through the snowy, icy roads (a common task up north.) She 
was the driver of her own car, as | was still on a limited budget as far as gas / expenses were 
concerned, plus she knew the town and the roads much better. Already having left point A, 
discussing options B or C, she turned to face me and asked: "Where do you want to go,[ ]?" 
(using the informal, short form of my name.) The question seemed simple on the surface, but 
triggered a fugue of sorts, as if my life were at a crossroads, and every moment in my life to that 
point had led to this point. | sensed she was asking about marriage. The “gravity” of that 
moment seemed to sink all time, space, and reality, as if holding everything frozen with respect 
to motion, although the broad daylight was omnipresent, enhanced by the dazzling, white, snowy 
terrain all around. 


Ever since meeting [her], whenever | see snow, [she] comes to mind. 
We'd been traveling at a slow speed, partly because of the road conditions, but mostly because 
the answer to her question literally depended upon which fork we followed next. Two paths ap- 
peared in my mind’s eye: a life with Cherry as my wife, or a potential future path that led to [her] 


instead: a choice between two women. If I'd chosen to go with what seemed like my “left” 
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(easy) choice, | saw Cherry as my wife. If | chose to go “right,” it led away from Cherry, and into 
the possible future with [her] (despite the apparent “no hope” futility of the struggle ahead to 
achieve the objective.) It just so happened Id been checking the car’s analogue gauges at the 
exact moment Cherry asked the question because, after all, | was in the car, too, and the road 
conditions outside concerned me, despite the cheery, cherry warmth inside the vehicle. 


"Where do you want to go, [ ]?"— I heard the question, noted the gauges, felt gravity sink as if 
an anchor were tethered directly beneath me, and saw the branches of two divergent futures. No 
reason | could fathom explained why the car seemed “frozen” in time and space like that: the 
gauges indicated we were traveling at 15 MPH; the tachometer showed engine revs appropriate 
to the gear ratio. Yet the car's passage through the outside world was more frozen than the 
snow on the ground or the ice on the road. _ If the tires had been spinning on ice, the 
speedometer would’ve jumped and the tachometer would’ve jumped, and I'd have clearly heard a 
revving, spinning sound to go with it. No, the whole world was absolutely silent. Even the 
heater’s fan speed and the radio were silent. | didn’t wish to offend Cherry by blurting, “I want to 
marry [her] instead,” so | picked a choice that led to a visit with my relatives (instead of Cherry’s 
grandparents.) As | began to speak, time and motion returned to the world outside: the speed of 
the car along the road resumed, the air from the heater fan blower was again noticeable, and | 
heard the radio again, but the needles on the instrumentation panel of Cherry's car appeared 
completely unaffected, as if they’d been glued in place, until we came to a fork in the road that 
required slowing down: the gauges responded accordingly. 


Strange events were surrounding me, but | kept my mouth shut. Better to remain silent and be 
thought a complete nut-case than to speak up and remove all doubt. 


Hight Claes In 


After playing with images in the mirror for some time, it occurred to me | might be keeping others 
from using the bathroom. Returning to bed seemed appropriate, but the idea of sleeping beside 
Cherry that night struck me as an interesting experiment. She was sharing her sister's bedroom 
while | was using hers— not bad as guest accommodations go, but sleeping in her bed was 
causing ideas. Creeping up quietly beside her (she was a very light sleeper) | whispered my 
idea in her ear: “What do you think about sleeping in bed together, just to see what it’s like?” 


“Do you really want to do this?” she whispered back. (Her absence of denial was curious.) 


“Why not? Just to see what it’s like sleeping next to each other.” | was actually thinking of what 
it would be like to sleep NEXT to her, not “with” her, in the Biblical sense. Even | couldn’t see us 
pulling off that kind of a stunt. She was a Catholic virgin and | was a Lutheran without much of a 
self-image, so speaking for myself, | was just curious as to what it would be like waking up next 
to a woman after a full night’s sleep. (/ failed to realize the red epiphany’s destiny still held me 
within the dream from the night when | first fell asleep in [her] arms.) 


“OK, but I'll have to ask my parents.” 
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| thought | was gonna die right then and there, as | didn’t want to raise any noise protesting at that 
point and at that late hour (imagine a sitcom where the young guy yells out “WAIT!” whilst trying 
to remain silent) but “Surprise! Surprise! Surprise! After a few very tense moments, her folks 
quietly agreed; she slipped out from their room and joined me in the hallway. “That was quite a 
strain on my parents, but we feel we can trust you,” she whispered. (Such a pure soul....) 


Aight— Id be lyin’ if | didn’t admit that thoughts of intense foreplay ran through my mind, possibly 
leading to greater levels of intense horseplay, but the majority of my interest at that moment was 
devoted to simply sleeping together. Such was my intention. Turns out, | accidentally opened 
the gate leading directly down the road to hell. As we slipped between the cozy sheets together, 
she laid straight out on her back, turned slightly to her left, and | snuggled up with my back next 
to hers— to avoid the immediate temptation to “spoon.” 


“Go to sleep, [ J,” she said, after a few moments lying beside me. 

“OK,” | replied, thinking that was just her way of maintaining a dominant, boss-type control. 

“Go to sleep, [ _],” she repeated, but this time | couldn't figure out why she felt a need to repeat 
herself. I'd been perfectly still, despite the pounding in my heart, and the excitement | felt within 
my soul. What was her purpose in repeating herself?? Now my mind was busy pondering what 
on Earth could be eating at her, as | was not making any moves to disturb her rest. Perhaps that 
was the problem? Or was she on some kind of kick to fool her parents into thinking we were 


horsing around and she was being the “good daughter” in this scenario? 


“lm trying,” | replied, attempting to confirm my intent, but whatever game she was playing kept 
tugging at my brain. WHY was she being cross? Did she not want to be beside me in bed? 


Amoment more of zero motion between us, and she cut loose a third time: 
“[ ], go to sleep!” 


The word “triggered” has been used a lot in the past few years to describe when someone with a 
mental conflict suddenly goes berserk. | wasn’t merely “triggered’— | was launched. 


“PM TRYING! What more do you want from me? The more you tell me to sleep, the harder | 
try, but my mind wakes up more!” | kept my voice soft, but apparently she felt I'd snapped at her. 


“This isn’t working,” she declared, as she slipped out of bed and returned to her sister's room. 


If you're feeling a disconnection reading about this, try imagining what it felt like going through it! | 
remained quietly in bed for just a moment more, then everything just came gushing out: 


“GINA!” 


Yes, I'm over 400 miles from home, lying in the bed of a woman with whom the topic of marriage 
has been seriously discussed, having just attempted to experience what it must be like sleeping 
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next to that woman for an entire night, having just been confusingly rejected by her, and suddenly 
finding myself unable to keep my heart from shouting out the name engraved upon it: 


“GINAIL!” 


It was suddenly apparent to everyone in that house that night that something wasn't right. There 
was no one by that name in that house that night, or anywhere near it. | can’t recall exactly who 
came in to speak to me or what was said. Nothing violent occurred against another human 
being or against myself, but it was pretty clear | was suddenly in the midst of a very real, very 
personal hell, and the good, kind folk of Cherry’s family had the good sense to leave me alone in 
that room while they called my cousins to come get me the next morning. They likely figured | 
was in no condition to be driving around a 2200+lb piece of metal on busy, city streets. And they 
would’ve been right. On the plus side, | was amicable enough to avoid needing a medical escort. 


The next morning was a foggy whirlwind, as my cousins showed up and drove me to the home 
of my aunt and uncle on my mother’s side (Mom’s younger sister being my “Aunt G.”) They let 
me “stay” in the upper room of one of my uncle’s rental properties: he’d slowly bought up much 
of the block on his way to becoming the West Main Street Rental King of Fort Wayne. 


| felt more coherent (—after spending the night wide awake, shouting aloud [her] name, staring 
as walls slowly transformed into the inside of a pyramid in my imagination... like, who would want 
to live inside a pyramid? A wigwam, maybe; an igloo, perhaps, but there’s no sensible way to 
live inside a sealed pyramid, with the walls narrowing in, up to a point—) as the upper room on 
West Main Street seemed far more “real” in broad daylight, with fresh sunshine streaming in 
through original, antique (bubbly-warped) glass of the attic-like window. “Thats some OLD 
glass,” |noted. | pondered upon the workmen who built it there: “Glass — miraculous stuff!” 


It was (perhaps) a “short-term holding cell,” as an emergency call was made to my parents back 
in Murfreesboro. | certainly had no idea of what was going on. As far as | knew, | was trying to 
put my mind back together while examining the antiques and relics stored away in that upper 
room. The light from the window seemed “alive,” as if every drop of sunlight held special insight. 
Sure, every drop of light is a unique expression of Eternal Being, but that was a bit much to ken 
during a timespan of ripped, fractured mental-spiritual torment. My mind was busy being blown 
by fixating on a hand-carved, antique hand-mirror, missing the oval mirror that once reflected 
light and life back to unknown settlers in ages past. Why did someone go to untold effort to 
carve decorative wheat stalks on the sides? 


Fertility. Seed. Every grain a fascinating wonder. 


My mind disengaged from reality. | soon became restless and began knocking on the walls, the 
floor, the door. Trying to pass through solid objects would have to be continued later. Scenes 
like this often remind people of “bouncing off the walls in a padded cell,” only “padding” in this 
scene meant not breaking any of the belongings of other people. | may have been locked in: It 
felt as if | were to emerge, it could possibly be taken the wrong way. There was a feeling like the 
longer | remained in this room, the better. | don’t recall every detail, but | know violence wasn’t an 
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issue. Security against violence, however, seemed reasonable, and not a problem. If one of my 
relatives had gone off the deep end, /’da done it in a heartbeat (locked ‘em up) no problem! 


My cousin L showed up at the door. “I really need to get some sleep,” | remember telling her. 
There was no bed up there, and | recall telling everyone my problem was | could not get to sleep. 
| really didn’t comprehend why sleep was so important, only that I'd been up now for three days 
and two nights without it, so | figured it was important that | get some. Maybe then inanimate ob- 
jects would stop showing me their atomic and quantum-level secrets. “Is there a bed some- 
where | can lie down?” At least | seemed borderline sane. 


They led me to a bed on an upper floor of their family home. Id played upstairs some as a youth, 
but for the most part, it was a dark, ancient mystery. No bright lamps, no big windows to let the 
sun shine in, nothing clearly defined, not even the staircase running along the wall, creating a 
wide, open area that must've surely been the heart of a monster heating and cooling bill. Sure, it 
may have sported a few windows, but none that | ever noticed. The doors and locks were so old 
they used a “skeleton key.” Childhood images of skeletons opening doors with their finger bones 
still tickled my imagination. There was a large bed (queen or king sized) in a dark room; for that | 
was thankful. 


The respite didn’t last. | resolved to keep my eyes shut while | was in the bed— as it seemed 
purely illogical to be trying to achieve sleep with them wide open. Unfortunately, that resolve did 
not extend to my mouth: Before long, | was babbling about anything and everything that popped 
into mind. An approximate sample of my conversation follows: 


“There’s a couple, but they’re separated by the Iron Curtain— ” (it still existed at that time.) | 
sounded panicked, as if | were a part of the separated couple. | really have NO idea why | was 
saying such a thing. | envisioned four people: a couple on one side of the wall; another opposite. 


“It's OK, they’re together now.” My aunt began humming a tune to soothe my mind. The tune 
was hammering away at my subconscious. 


“Where have | heard that tune?” It seemed the most urgently required piece of trivia in the world 
at that moment. 


“It's probably an old lullaby your mother or grandmother used to sing when you were a baby.” 
Sometime in the months to follow, | came to learn it was the ancient Welsh lullaby, “All Through 
the Night’ (“Ar Hyd a Nos”) but the Lutheran Hymnal version is “Go, My Children, wth My 
Blessing,” so it’s a bit of a toss-up as to from whom | first heard it, likely from Mom from Grampa. 
Music indeed hath charms to soothe the savage breast, but even my aunt was out of her depth. 
She watched over me best she knew how, then my cousin L spelled her after a while; | suspect 
my aunt could only handle so much before she had to tap out. | apologize for omitting parts of 


this segment, but | was not fully in my proper mind as it was unfolding. 
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“Who is [ J?” cousin L asked. Apparently someone (probably me) mentioned I'd gone off the 
deep end yelling out [her] name at Cherry’s house. 


“She’s the woman | love.” 

“Where is she?” asked L. 

“In Pulaski,” said I. 

“Then why are you here in Fort Wayne?” 


Sometimes women ask the darndest questions. That stopper alone helped resolve my focus 
better than anything else ever asked of me before or since. OOPS! 


“Why aren't you with [her]?” 


Asking a question is akin to examining a wound: one has to look in order to assess. L’s stinging 
insight was the antiseptic | needed to begin healing. | trusted her more than any other female in 
my family. My immediate relatives always seemed a truly heartless bunch in comparison. 


“Can you see yourself with [her]?” L resumed the line of logical reasoning. A sad truth at the 
time: | couldn’t picture [her] clearly in my mind’s eye at all. It was easy to picture all my friends, 
enemies, relatives, even past romances, enough to describe them to a police sketch artist if 
called for, but | couldn’t even begin to picture [her.] This blank zone scared me the most. Why?? 


“I cant see her! At this point, | was nearing hysteria. There was a potential disconnect between 
the meaning within the question and the interpretation | was supplying. Whereas L was generally 
asking if | could “picture” a future with [her], | thought L was asking if | could actually envision 
[her] literally at that moment, as if L were expecting me to use my super-psychic ability to create 
the scene wherein [she] and | were in the same room at the same time. | thought | was ex- 
pected to pull [her] directly out of the Ether, like this was some ancient Adam-discovers-Eve 
ritual. (Okay, maybe it was, but not direct manipulation of physical reality. Some things require 
time and effort— You have to financially support your dream.) 


Something [she] once said to me may have a bearing on this: “I don’t want people staring at my 
picture.” Apparently there is a sympathetic power / magic in an image, specifically, in a photo, 
and while I've cherished the few images I've managed to find of [her], the 18* Commandment, as 
it may apply to graven images, precludes me from including [her] picture here. | thought it poss- 
ible that dwelling upon [her] photo might help me: the more one studies, the more energy the 
studied absorbs. Moses raised a snake on a pole. Jesus hung upon a cross. Muhammad 
compels terrorists to circle a black rock like a drain. The snake likely decomposed millennia 
ago. The cross and the grave are both empty. And yet that rock keeps acting like a black hole 
magnet, sucking up every soul that comes near it. 
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| keep [her] picture handy (now) so | can remember [her] morning, noon and night. | figure if it’s a 
sin to keep it, then crucify me. If not, then think how happy [she] may be on our wedding night, to 
discover | keep [her] picture in my heart (and on my cell phone! )? 


“| cant see her!’ | kept repeating. My conscious, waking nightmare seemed to have no end. 


L told me something (she denied a few years later ever having said) that I've treasured ever 
since: “You’ve been separated from your soulmate. People will be bringing you to her at the 
same time they’re bringing her to you. Do you understand?” 


There was such understanding, peace, love and compassion in her voice, plus it made such 
perfect sense, | nodded and said, “Yeah. Yes, it does. Thanks.” 


She Road Home 


Later that day, my parents arrived, having driven straight up from Murfreesboro; plans were 
made for Dad to drive me in his car while Mom followed, driving my car. | was able to follow di- 
rections at that point, clearly not in any kind of aggressive or harmful mindset, but to get things 
started, they stopped in at the local ER to have me looked over. 


As | walked into the lobby, | noticed the décor, of all things, namely the red square artwork with 
the white plus symbol all along the wall, reminiscent of the Red Cross, only this 
seemed like Swiss national flags. Mom turned to me and asked, “Do you recall 
the time we brought you here, and you thought we were going to return you?” 
Of course, it wasn’t quite that inane a question, but that’s the closest | can 
remember. | sensed she was asking if | had any memory or recollection of the 
place from an earlier time. In the frame of mind | was entertaining at that point, | thought she was 
queuing me up for more subconscious, Illuminati-type secrets of how to manipulate time itself. 
Mental exhaustion is a very delicate condition. Any word, thought, or deed may spark a cascade 
of other thoughts, as if any governor that normally borders all normal thoughts and keeps them 
running in normal paths or currents has been completely erased; every thought a potential flood. 





The doctor was tall, thin, perhaps in his early 40s and wore a white coat. | think. What! do recall 
was his giving me a shot of Thorazine, literally translated as “Sleep of the Gods.” My impression 
was he was giving me upwards of 800 mg, possibly 1000. Still weaving fantasy and reality 
together to form a coherent picture, | thought he was “stitching” me back to [her], as part of what 
L had said earlier regarding people working to bring us together. | closed my eyes as he injected 
the fluid, but in my mind’s eye, | saw and felt him extract an electric, purple-violet, astral 
substance from my body and pull it off into space. Rather than feeling the liquid drug enter my 
system, | felt my system being stretched out like a thread into space. A few weeks later at home 
| was resting peacefully in bed when | felt a rubber band release back into my body. It was like 
the time in [her] dorm, only much shorter. It was evident (to me) I'd experienced a “time bridge,” 
but didn’t quite have the experience or the words to put it into any type of coherent thought. 
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Skipping back a bit: On the trip home, | half-slept in the rear seat of Dad’s car. We talked very 
little, leastwise, not that | recall that | should share here. But one of the fun parts was ap- 
proaching a major airport along the way, and watching a huge airliner appear to just hover in time 
and space, suspended in mid-air by virtue of the jet-ground parallax. The reality of knowing 
about the parallax started to weave with the fantasy of mind-control. Half of me knew it was a 
matter of simple physics; the other half was still captured in childlike imagination. 


The first thing | did upon reaching home was to call Space Baby. | felt she’d be a tad concerned 
that I'd just left without a word. “I just got back from Fort Wayne,” | began. 


“Why did you go to Fort Wayne?” she asked. 
“I'm going tomarry[ ][ ][ _ ],” |explained, invoking [her] full name. 


r've already narrated about the scream on the other end. Now that we’ve caught this part back 
up, | found myself stuck with the same problem as before: | still had no idea HOW | was going to 
get [her] to marry me. The part | couldn’t put my finger on was the critical concept of “financial 


When energy flow (an electron) resists the filament of a lightbulb (as one’s soul powers one’s 
body, for that matter) on its path to ground, light (or enlightenment) occurs. A photon of light (or 
one’s soul) is neither positive nor negative: it’s the unity of both. The photon (or soul) simply is. 
Jesus preaches this in Matthew 6:22-23, “The light of the body is the eye: If therefore thine eye 
be single, thy whole body shall be full of light. 23 But if thine eye be evil, thy whole body shall be 
full of darkness. If therefore the light that is in thee be darkness, how great is that darkness!” If 
one is seeking more than one soulmate, or one’s mind is divided (polygamy, adultery, Islam, so- 
cialism, communism, Marxism, or the DNC) darkness occurs, just as the light goes out when 
the circuit is broken. 


A quick note on “equality of the sexes”— when both the + and - terminals of a power source (like 
a car battery) are “equal,” the battery is “dead.” A battery only has power when potential between 
both terminals is unequal. Male and female are not equal for exactly the same reason. If one 
must speak to an “equalitarian,” freely say that “men and women are equal in their inequality.” 
They’re equal when united “as one” in Holy Matrimony. 


As the negative energy / death charge of Islam’s false ideology spreads and gains strength, it will 
eventually create an ideological black hole of such immense gravity that it will draw the nuclear 
mushroom cloud of light directly into it, straight into the heart of Islam, evaporating every Muslim 
gathered around the pagan shrine known as the Kaaba in Mecca, most likely Lebanon-Syria as 
well, right on down into the valley of Megiddo (“the Battle of Armageddon.”) Clearly, anyone so 
ignorant as to misunderstand what the Shahada means by “There is no god” is logically unfit (is 
false) for any purpose, other than becoming the burnt offering at a proton roast. 
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“Thy Kingdom Come” is man’s invitation to God to “Throw the frickin’ switch, already! Let’s get 
this Apocalypse started!” 


ALL [thought | action | choice | emotion | love | reality] ("God") originates from within. However, | 
feel Jesus sums it up FAR more effectively with just two simple words: “|! AM.” 
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END PART I: 
THY KINGDOM COME 


The Advocate Will Return 
(Lord Willing) 


in 
PART IT: 
THY WILL BE DONE 


